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JUS** 

PAET L 

Cornelia. 



CORNELIA : 

A Romance of the War. 



CHAPTER I. — THE PABTT. 

Bright shines the moon on Hermon's towering walls. 
Gay moves the scene within its festive halls. 
Glad hearts and young, to music's thrilling flow 
Are beating high with pleasure's grateful glow. 
And yet a cloud looms o'er that beauteous sky ; 
Its shadow lurks within each radiant eye. 
Its gloom is felt in every gladsome heart — 
To-morrow's morn shall see those youths depart 
To battle for their Country ! Can it be 
Their forms on earth no more perhaps we'll see ? 
The " flower of the land, " they gladly claim 
The right to battle for their Country's fame. 

And one would think the owner of that dome 
Found every joy within his happy home. 
Pond wife, glad children, willing servant's aid 
To banish from his heart, care's every shade. 
From group to group he moves amid the throng 
To see that all enjoy the dance and song, 
Exchanging kindly words with old and young. 
Then in some pleasant jest his voice is flung 
As though it never breathed a sadder tone, 
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As though his life one grief had never known. 
Ah ! little recked his guests amid that scene, 
The hour of woe through which he'd lately been. 

It chanced that eve when sunset's hour had come, 
All weary of the house, he thought to roam 
Within the garden, 'till the accustomed hour 
To meet his guests. What spell or spirit-power, 
Directed then his steps unto the spot 
Where his first love lay buried ? Not, oh ! not 
For worlds would he then ope the doors of thought 
Which led to memory's chambers deeply fraught 
With recollections sad had he but turned 

k 

Away in time ! But now his spirit spurned 
To refuse one hour to her, his faithful wife, 
E'en though it should sadden all his future life. 

And lingering there, with eye-lids moist with tears, 

He thought of all the bright and happy years, 

When she, too, lived. How ere a glad young bride, 

She proudly wealthy suitors all defied, 

And turned to him, the poor old widow's son, 

With wealth of love they gladly would have won ; 

Placed in his keeping all her thousands bright — 

An only child. It was a goodly sight 

To see such trust ! The pet of fortune she, 

Resigning all to love's sweet alchemy; 

Bid ding adieu to kindred, home, and all 
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Content to follow his most charming call. 

Oh Love I Sweet Love ! Dear Master of our fate, 
Before whose sceptre bow the small and great 
Beneath whose magic wand we all must pass 
With golden memories which through life shall last; 
And then perchance revive again when time 
No more shall peal his oft recurring chime, 
To add new zest unto the life above 
In all its ecstacy— For " God is Love!" 

Behold the infant in his earliest days ; 
Love for his mother rivets then his gaze. 
In childhood's hours see how his eye dilates 
As to the same most eagerly he prates 
Of all his sports-; fit mimic of the man, 
And to her listening ear divulges every plan. 

But oh ! in youth, when every hope is bright, 
lire sorrow comes to dim the beauteous sight, 
When earth some vast palatial mansion seems, 
And all its dwellers heroes in our dreams ; 
When every varied scene its charms combine 
To prove its mechanism half divine— 
Tis then that love comes like the dawn of day 
To one who lost and weary gropes his way 
'Mid night's deep darkness, 'till the rising sun 
Proclaims the welcome fact that day's begun, 
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And shows the path he erst had dreamed so drear 

Bedecked with fairest flowers his heart to cheer, 

And though in after years he oft may smile, 

Recurring to the thoughts that for awhile 

Once held him willing prisoner, who would be 

From all the ties of youthful love set free ? 

Or live within a crowded world like this 

With none to whom he was the fount of bliss ? 

Go ask that gray-haired sire and dame, who now 

Have each a faded cheek and wrinkled brow, 

If for the world they'd willingly forget 

The vows which on their youth such glory set ? 

They'd point you to their children in whose lives 

Their own bright dream of hallowed love revives, 

And bid you note that dream shall never die 

'Till earth and time itself, in one vast burial lie ! 
* ** * * * * * * 

He thought of how she bravely bade adieu 

To every face and scene she ever knew, 

And journeyed with him 'neath a Southern sky 

Until this chosen spot he did descry 

To make their dwelling-place. How as time sped 

One after one was laid a tiny head 

Upon his arm, until the sixth one came— 

How he did not seem to cherish her the same, 

And to his dogs and gun the time oft gave 

Which she so longed, he willing, she should have. 

How at the neighbors' might be heard that voice 
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Which had such power to make her heart rejoice, 
When chatting with her and their little brood — 
How it at length came to be understood, 
His house a home for every passer-by, 
Her life to spend in soothing infants' cry, 
And duties of a household. How she strove 
To win him back no more again to rove, 
Until with health and spirits broke she lay, 
Upon her dying couch one vernal day. 
A bright-eyed babe a fortnight old beside 
His weeping mother. How the bitter tide 
Of vain regret swept o'er him when he heard 
With accusing heart her last, lone, dying word : 
" Be true unto our children." How he fell 
Prostrate before the one he'd loved so well ; 
And knew no more 'till her dear form was dressed 
By kindly friends for its last, lonely rest — 
And how he vowed beside that new-made grave 
Her children e'er his choicest love should have — 
How now Tier babe was going to the war ; 
How dare he willing bid him go so far 
From home and kindred, there to meet the foe, 
And fall, it may be, by their deadly blow? 
The very air seemed fraught with spirit-prayer 
For him and heir's. And he was rooted there. 

A form glides softly by. " Whence now my child 
Com'st thou to see thy father's woe so wild? 
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Thou ne'er canst reck tire bitter grief I know. 

I pray them ne'er mays* feel such deadly blow." 

She sank beside him. 'Twas her willing hand 

Had strewn that grave with chosen flowers, and 

She now had come as at each eventide 

To ask God's blessing that dear grave beside. 

Her heart was foil. A few brief moments more 

Would seal her fete. This evening's pleasures o'er, 

The one she loves must leave her for the field 

Of death and duty 1 Must her sad heart yield 

Unto his suit, and teH him ere he start 

How dear he is unto her waiting heart? 

How she will prise the hour that bids him come 

Again an honored warrior to her home ? 

Or must she still refuse to grant his prayer, 

To bid him hope, and crash out his despair? 

This eve he'll want to know her final word : 

Will he or wfH some other be preferred ? 

And she had come onto that sacred grove 

To pray the Father of all Troth and Love 

To guide her in tbe path He'd have her tread, 

E'en though Us windings placed her 'mongst the dead* 

My father t Thou ait grieved?-*! too have grief 1 

Thou, thou aktoe canst give H sweet relief. 

Say, must'ItoH young Edgar he must go 

Withovt-that word whAcfe him would gladden so ? 

Must I still say my father will not yield 

Though thou shouldst come back master of the field? 
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Still, still he says ' no poor man I shall have, 
Though he be good, and honored too, and brave P 
I cannot disobey my father's word ; 
And this is why my heart's so deeply stirred." 

It was a place meet for such converse. Trees 

Of arbor-vitae wooed each wandering breeze, 

Their limbs so trimmed and trained, they yet defied 

Almost a glimpse from the gay world outside. 

While 'round their trunks the running jessamine tied 

Its snowy flowerets. Beds of violets grew 

Upon each sodded hillock, adding to 

Their beauty and their fragrance sweet ; while here 

The hyacinth white and the cape-jessamine dear 

Vie in their loveliness ; each opening bud 

But whispering softly of its maker — God ! 

The birds so loved this quiet, lonely spot 

They seldom if indeed they e'er forgot 

In all their flights ethereal to chant 

Forth here their sweetest song and softest plaint 

All day they'd warble. And when eve had come, 

Forgetful elsewhere 'round the place to roam, 

They'd gather here for a sweet vesper hymn 

Just as the light of day was growing dim ; 

As though they'd soothe with song some aching breast 

Before they sought their accustomed place of rest. 

Beyond, a few steps, leading to the walk, 

Where oft admiring visitors do talk. 



10 CORNELIA. 

Of his improvements) is an archway made 
Of arbor-vitae limbs adroitly laid 
From opposite trunks ; a natural roof so green 
That only scattered sunbeams through it gleam. 
Beneath this, rustic seats with forms combined 
Of grape-vines by some skillful workman twined, 
Forming for those who nature love to view, 
Apart from crowds, a holy sanctum too. 
He was no Christian. Yet he could but feel 
Some of those thoughts which melt a heart of steel. 
The thought of home in Heaven now wooed his soul 
More than he cared to confess beyond control ; 
And like a weary child he laid his head 
Upon that mound, and wept the early dead. 
Thence slow recovering, placed his arm around 
His sorrowing child, now to him doubly bound. 

" My child ! It crushes life to tell thee here 
What I deem best for thee — her child — so dear ! 
I fear to tell thee bid young Edgar hope, 
Though other suitors should not for thee cope. 
I've seen a maid, as fair a girl as thou, 
With brightly beaming eye and lily brow, 
Led to the altar by a lover true 
Who with his marriage proudest fortune drew. 
I've seen her eye once radiant with love's glow, 
Grow sadly dim with signs of inward woe. 
I've heard her voice once like the voice of song, 
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In broken accents pleading o'er the wrong 
Unwittingly he'd done, when other ears 
Drank converse which belonged alone to hers ; 
And other friends shared festive hours with him 
In out-door sports, while she was lone within 
Upon a bed of pain. I know he lavedher wed. 
But how was she that fervent love to tell, 
When from his home he passed the gala hours- 
Fate strewed his pathway with all earthly flowers 
While she, who love, youth, fortune too did give, 
Did almost as a widow daily live ? 
I did not see the wrong that's in it then. 
I did not know how fraught it was with pain. 
But since my child — thy sister — linked her fate 
With one for whose swift coming she doth wait 
With love impatient, I have learned to know 
More of dear woman's nature here below. 
More of her trust ! More of her life-long love ! 
More of the sacrifice with which she proves 
Her heart's devotion ! Giving all, she craves 
For all in turn. How her fond bosom grieves 
With the mere thought he loves her less than when 
She stood a star amid the bridal train. 
How anxiously she strives by word and deed 
To show him hers the love his life doth need 
To make it all complete ; in manhood strong, 
With depth of trust which to her own belongs. 
How she doth prize not scenes of empty show, 
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Nor splendid fetes— but that she's heed to know, 
And honored by her household, as she strives 
"With thoughtful care to gladden all their lives. 
To meet them oft — her family alone — 
Around the fireside where true pleasure's known ; 
Leaving to those who prize not life's best joys 
The crowded hall with all its pomp and noise. 
Oh ! it would break my fond parental heart 
To see the bloom from off thy cheek depart, 
And think, much more to know his careless eye 
No trace of sorrow in it could descry. 
To see thee pine for love I could not give, 
And know thou didst but truly half-way live— 
Thou can'st not think that he would do this way — 
So thought that maid upon her bridal day I 
My cup would be too full. Ask me not why — 
The maid I saw — thy mothbb — here doth lie P' 

She ne'er had seen him thus by grief unmanned, 

Had never known why he had always planned 

Her future different from herself. But now 

She placed her hand upon his throbbing brow, 

Forgetful in her sorrow for his woe 

Of the deep grief which pressed her own heart so, 

And strove with many a kind and soft caress 

To make his bitter anguish somewhat less — 

Then rose to go. She could not bid him wake 

The thoughts again which might his heart-strings break. 
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Already music floats upon the air, 

And she must wear a smile for all the comers there. 

Tis almost o'er, that scene of mirth and joy. 
Each heart reluctant owns its deep alloy 
In thoughts of parting soon, no more to employ 
The hours as these had been. Young Edgar strove 
Full many times to speak unto his love 
Without an observer. But 'twas vain. For all 
Claimed kindly words from her whose father's hall 
Such splendid welcome gave. At length by chance 
He found her wearied of the crowd and dance, 
And led her footsteps to the open ground 
Beneath a huge shade-tree the door beyond, 
Where each might breathe a parting word, and fear 
No curious eye to watch nor listening ear. 

•* I've told thee all, Cornelia ! Thou must know 
The heart is true that still would woo thee so. 
That would beguile thee from thy happy home 
Along life's path with him sometime to roam. 
Dost think that I would deign to ask thy love 
Without the power my truth to gladly prove ? 
To-morrow's dawn shall see me 'mongst the lead 
Of those who hearken to their Country's need. 
My adopted land— thy home, I'll guard while life 
Is left to me in all this bloody strife. 
I would not have thee bear a name debased ! 
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I would not have it said thou hadst disgraced 

Thy family and prestige wedding me ! 

Mine is a heart as proud as ever he 

Felt throbbing in his breast, when honors came 

To link his history to his Country's fame ! 

Td scorn to win the wealthiest girl that lives 

Unless she love, respect, too, freely gives. 

Td rather die than woo her from her home, 

And feel she'd ever once regret she'd come. 

Thy father knows me not. . By yon bright Heaven, 

Not to your lands nor gold my love is given. 

"Us for thyself I plead my passion now, 

To thee alone Til pay my ceaseless vow. 

No other human form can ever wake 

This love again. My heart may bleed and break ; 

Yet never can its love nor truth forsake." 

" Edgar ! 'Tis written in God's Holy Book 

We must obey our parents, if we look 

For length of days, and happiness. And He 

Will surely bless us if we faithful be 

Unto His precepts. The future dark and drear 

Now stretches out before me with the fear 

That thou may'st grow impatient. Let us wait ; 

Nor bid me answer give 'till .kindly fate — 

Another name for God — shall ope the way 

Wherein we both may love, and still obey 

His wishes. Well I know thou'rt good and true ; 
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None other e'er my fond affection drew. 

Fd have him see and own thy manhood's worth. 

Gladdest of all the days to me on earth 

When home returning from successful war 

He hears thy fame afar a guiding star 

For patriot hosts ! My heart-felt prayers shall rise 

Like incense every day to yon bright skies 

For him and thee ! Thou neither knowest him. 

Thou dreamest not half that bids his eye grow dim 

'Mid scenes like this to-night — 'Tis with his God 

In future years to lift His chastening rod." 

'Twas hard to hear such words. And yet he could 

But love her more because she faithful stood 

Beside what she deemed duty. Should they e'er 

United be, 'twould make her doubly dear 

To know her life was fashioned from His Book 

Who ne'er forgets His word, nor follower true forsook. 

Himself half-sceptic, yet he loved to see 

That crown of womanhood, true piety. 

And now 'tis o'er. That heart is sadly torn. 

Her brothers and her lover too are gone 

To meet war's dangers. God of mercy shield 

Her heart's bright treasures on each blood-stained field ! 
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CHAPTER H. — DAY8 OF ABSENCE. 

A year has passed. Fond missives now and then 
Come speeding from the far-off battle-plain 
To tell her she's beloved ; but not to ask 
If he is loved in turn. This pleasing task 
Is left for future hours, when wars all past 
He'll claim her for his willing bride at last. 
He cannot doubt her truth. He knows her well, 
Although a line scarce ever comes to tell 
He is remembered. Tis her father's will 
She thus is silent — and he loves her still. 
Sometimes his name is mentioned 'mid the group 
Around the fireside. Then her blue eyes droop 
With melting softness, and their glance reveals 
How deep an interest then her bosom feels 
In what is said. And yet her well-trained lips 
Breathe not a word of her heart's dark eclipse. 
Stern duty at the helm, her life-boat glides 
Smoothly along where roughest tempest rides. 
With faith in Heaven unshaken by the test 
She loves him still ; and trusts God for the rest. 
So quiet is her grief, that even he 
Who bade her quaff this cup of misery, 
Deems that her love's forgotten ; hopes that she 
Will ever thus within his homestead be, 
And strives with every kind parental art 
To satisfy the longings of her heart. 
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The summer days have come again. And now 

With glazing eye, and pallid cheek and brow, 

That doting father feels that he must die. 

Around his bedside-loved ones gather nigh. 

The wife, who for long years had faithful been 

Bidding her household shun the paths of sin, 

Her children clinging to her, knelt beside 

The couch of pain, and almost fate defied 

With prayers and tears. His death-dimmed eye 

Looked lovingly upon her as each cry 

Went forth for him to Heaven. 'Tis a scene 

O'er which bright angels weep. " Beloved, I go 

Unto my final rest. The last great foe 

Doth claim his tribute now. I'd have thee live 

With all of joy that earth can henceforth give, 

Respected by the children thou has reared, as though 

They were thine own. To them thou'lt be I know 

Henceforth as heretofore, a mother true. 

To thy fond care I leave our darlings too. 

Oh ! guard them well thro' youth-time's slippery hours, 

That they may all defy sin's lurking powers. 

Be kind unto Cornelia ! She will stay 

A loving daughter with thee here alway. 

Give her the west-room — 'tis her favorite bower — 

And shield from harm my loved one's fragile flower. 

My eldest son will manage the estate. 

For every want for all 'tis full and great. 

I pray that no dissension may be found ; 
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But love, peace, kindly feeling may abound. 

For 'tis indeed a lovely sight to see 

A household large dwell in sweet harmony." 

Then as he heard the cannon's booming roar 

'Gainst neighboring fortress, crept the tear-drops o'er 

His doubly-pallid features. War had come 

Unto the very portals of his home. 

And should that fortress fall the cause is lost 

For which his gallant sons are battle-tost. 

" Oh ! how I long to see my children's forms ; 

Those who are striving 'mid the war's dark storms 

To 'uphold their Country's honor 1 One, her bay; 

And one thine own heart's dearest, fondest joy. 

I'd give the world to see them once again 

Ere life is o'er 1 But I must now refrain 

From vain regrets. Give them my blessing ! Say 

I know they'll shield my precious flock alway 

From care and want. My wife ! My children ! Breathe 

One fervent prayer to God before I leave 

This world forever I " Kneeling 'round his bed, 

With streaming eyes they with their Maker plead 

For him and them — then rose— To find him dead. 



Their last respects upon his funeral day 

Unto his memory. The earthly head 

Of their loved church, the gray-haired Bishop led 

The touching " service " which consigned his clay 
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To tnother-earth until the last great day 

Shall wake all sleepers. Then the little ones 

With rites baptismal in the kindliest tones 

He gave to God. First little Arthur, who 

As name-sake, from his grand-papa oft drew 

Expressions of parental fondness too, 

In meekest beauty drooped his little head 

As for his future solemn prayers were said. 

Then all the rest in turn, until the day 

In scenes like this had well nigh passed away. 

At sunset's hour " Companions " moved around 

With sacred, mystic rites that hallowed ground. 

Beside the wife who had his youth-time blessed 

They gently laid his form away to rest 

Placed emblems of their Ancient Order in 

The spot which hid him from the world's loud din. 

Took solemn farewell of his sleeping dust ; 

And then departed. N Deep the gloom when first 

Night's shadows close around the silent home 

To which the husband, father ne'er may come ) 

Like a destroying angel Memory there 

Folds her dark wings and broods in deep despair. 

OHAPTSB HI. — HOME OH FUBLOUGH. 

A twelve-month's time has somewhat 'suaged their grief, 
When in a pause of conversation brief 
Around the board, one day, is heard the cry : 
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"Mas. Henry's come !" " Great God ! . And is he nigh 

Without his brother ? He is surely dead l" 

Then with a quick, convulsive, trembling tread 

Each portal sees the mother, children, all 

Half frantic from the gladly welcome call. 

Emerging forth to greet the approaching form 

Of their long absent soldier. " What great harm 

Has happened to my darling? Henry, say, 

Is Rufus lying 'mongst the dead to-day?" 

" He's well in Richmond J" " God of Mercy take 

My heart henceforth an offering for the sake 

Of Thy great goodness towards me !" And she fell 

Like one enraptured 'till the swoon-like spell 

Passed o'er. And then he told them how 

The Country needed every patriot now ; 

And that the brave Commander could not spare 

Her son from off his post of duty there. 

How he had led his company to meet 

The approaching foe who threatened every street ; 

And death defied amid the battle's flame. 

How his kind General had inquired his name, 

And for his courage told him he might go 

Unto his home a brief respite to know ; 

And then return with health and strength renewed 

When next that gallant corps himself reviewed. 

Cornelia listened with a secret fear 
To know the fate of him to her so dear. 
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Still hoping that his converse soon would turn 

Upon the theme for which her heart doth burn-. 

Still hoping every moment he would tell 

The welcome news : Young Edgar's safe and well. 

And thus she waited 'till the sun was low 

In the horizon, when he rose to go 

To talk unto the servants, who had come 

From all their different work about his home, 

To bid him welcome. And while he was gone 

She sadly walked forth quietly alone 

To her loved refuge where her parents lay," 

One blessing more upon her path to pray. 

And musing there she almost felt that God 

Could sweetly soften every chastening rod* 

"Cornelia!" "Brother!" " Let us kneel beside 

These precious mounds ! Death's angel darkly strides 

O'er this broad land. His step is everywhere 

Within its borders. Yet we'll not despair, 

For Heaven's above ; we'll fix our refuge there." 

She wept for joy to know his heart was full 

Of Christian faith, so bright and beautiful. 

He had not talked thus ere he went to war. 

But he had found a Savior when afar 

From earthly loved ones. And his spirit breathed 

As pure a prayer as ever mortal wreathed 

From heart and lips sincere : Resigning all 

Into His hands, they'd only knowthe call 
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Of His loved wishes as they walked through life, 

Whether blest with joy, or straggling 'mid the strife. 

They rose. Then placing his strong arm around 

The form to him by holiest feelings bound, 

They journeyed with sweet converse to and fro 

About the spot which death had hallowed so. 

" Cornelia, lean on me ! Thy brother's arm 

Shall glad)y shield thee from all earthly harm." 

What mean those words? That tone? Her heart doth beat 

With throbbings now so painful and so fleet 

She scarce can stand. " Is Edgar safe and well ?" 

" Alas t 'tis this my heart so dreads to tell : 

He's 'mongst the "missing " of the third day's fight. 

•God doeth all*thing8 well.' 'Tis surely right, 

Or love like His had never made it so. 

He will sustain thee, darling, 'neath the blow. 

We must no idols have, His Word declares : 

He takes them ; and our other loved ones spares." 

She did not know through sorrow like her own 
This crowning faith in God he'd lately known. 
She did not know his heart's love had been given 
To one he deemed the fairest under Heaven. 
That he had come from distant battle-plain 
To wed that love, then hasten back again. 
That idle tale had reached her ere he came, 
How he had failed to sustain an honored name 
Upon the battle-field — a rumor born 
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Of hate and envy of a cur who'd worn 
The garb of friendship o'er a traitor's heart, 
And longed to see his well-won fame depart. 
How she believing, hastily had vowed : 
" She ne'er would humble thus her nature proud, 
To wed the man who could a recreant be 
When noble souls were struggling to be free." 
How he, proud too, had bid adieu fore'er 
To love which on this earth was once most dear; 
And now was striving as he cheered her on 
Some hope to kindle 'round his pathway lone. 
Oh life ! What art thou but a waking dream 
Wherein the things which do the loveliest seem 
Are evanescent as the morning's beam ? * 
Wherein the lights and shades do fade and gleam 
Like spirit-lamps amid the surrounding gloom, 
But pointing us at best beyond the tomb. 
Sacred the task to cheer the stricken heart ! 
Glorious the spell which bids its gloom depart ! 
Radiant the crown which to true worth is given ! 
Hallowed the hopes that lead us on to Heaven ! 
He was rewarded. 'Giving, he'd received' 
Sweet comfort too, for which his heart had grieved : 
While linked by blood, by sorrow, and by love 
Each to the other did a blessing prove. 
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CHAPTER IV.— THE PRISONER. 

'Mid the cold North where winter binds the world 

In frozen fetters, is a flag unfurled 

Of "Stars and Stripes," beneath whose gorgeous folds 

A gloomy prison its dark sceptre holds. 

With grated windows, doubly-bolted doors, 

Dark ceilings, close, damp walls, and colder floors, 

Containing cells that scarcely know the day ; 

Which seldom ever welcome one lone ray 

Of God's bright sunshine. Yet those cells contain 

Each one brave spirit, destined to remain 

'Till long-delayed exchange, or Peace shall come 

To bid them seek once more their distant home. 

They have their "rations." This is all that tells 

Without, that there is life within thoseicells. 

So grave-like is the silence, darkness there 

'Twould almost drive an angel to despair 

Of future joy. Yet strange, they cheerful bear 

Their bitter lot, as though they thus^would prove 

Their deep devotion to the "Land^they^Love." 

Among them one is seen with auburnhair, 
And deep blue eyes, and forehead broadband fair, 
Whose very glance tells how his spirit spurns 
To court his guards ; and how his nature burns 
To meet them on an equal footing. One, 
A sergeant there on duty, when he's done 
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His daily task, does oft-times thither come 

To hear the prisoner talk about his home, 

And all that wooes him there. How when a boy, 

Essaying oft to find some good employ 

*Keath brighter skies, he started oat one day 

From bleak New England, thence to find his way 

Unto the far Gulf Shore. How when he came 

To Vicksburg's towering hills he chanced, to name 

His purpose to a stranger; who did see 

A something in the young man's mein that he 

So much admired, he bid him tarry there 

Until some future opening led him where 

He might do better business. How kind fate 

There gave him friends among the good and great 

And he had prospered 'till he loved the spot 

With tenderness which ne'er could be forgot. 

How he had left a maiden fair to see, 

With beauteous face, and form of symmetry, 

And noble soul, when first he went to war ; 

Who now was waiting for her lover far ; 

Thinking perhaps that he was 'mongst ths slain*- . 

Oh ! how he longed to see her once again t 

To look within those soft blue eyes and see 

Pictured in living light her constancy ! 

How oft when night's dark shades are gathering 'round, 

In sweetest dreams he hears the welcome sound , 

Of voice as gentle as an angel's tone: • 

" Til love thee Edgar all the time thoa'rt gone! 
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No other lov*en*n data tbto waiting heart, 

Thine image ne/er from out fee depths depart" 

A soft libit* hand I* laid up©* feds bww, 

He springs up joyotwiy—t© tod that now 

•Us but the wrgmat in has round km cam 

To dieneft tt* gladaom* dream of fere and hone. 

How he had fcwmd the people erf that land 

AH they <ter (flatbed to be. With sroeioea band, 

And open heart they to the stranger gave 

Full every privilege that at hot** he'd have. 

" Proud T Of their Boeritel OftheiiOamary^nuaef 

Of every deed that gk*wa with hoaortiftftmet 

With genial dime, and heart* that know to prta* 

Their find, greea earth and gafgMaaiaume^ attest 

A people gnat, wftb bright hietorie page, 

And virtue* that would hattow any ago. 

Their men as lious heave, aehnighte rateed; 

Their women vJetaogs, heanfifht anal idndl 

Who would ni* baetJa far aJa*rflft»thie^ 

Who would not live w*thia»a honatof bttaar 

WowooN 

Freely bestow, 

How he was JncttfatthebeaaaB 

To master Richmond dkboe stron^ky 

Hqw he waw wmaajtril, tart from 

And knew ■* am tutu within thai 

That held him prisoner; Bett written etaBteOy 

But not osmimwifm aiawFai aw dnwr 
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To his for years. How can he hope to hear ? 
His City's praise is sounding far and near 
For brave resistance to the o'erwhelming foe, 
•Which still for years it bravely baffles so. 
Her home, alas ! is near the foeman's path- 
Great God ! Avert the conqueror's deadly wrath t 
Spare, spare his loved one's honor and her life, 
And he can bear all else of this dread strife. 
Her brother Henry, where is he to-day ? 
When last he saw him, just before the fray, 
Within his tent an open Bible lay, 
And his dark eye was full of spirit-light, 
Like one who trusts its precious teachings bright 
'Mid all the dangers of the bloody fight. 

The sergeant had a human heart. And oft 
When thus the prisoner's accents clear and soft 
Discoursed of other days, the unbidden tear 
Would tremble in his eye. He loved to hear 
A brave man's views of love and duty. For 
(Oh ! pity that such men should be at war !) 
He had a wife, a darling prattler, too, 
Afar beyond the mountain summits blue ; 
Kind sister, brave young brothers all were there ; 
And all the prisoner's feelings he could share. 
He never left that cell without a prayer 
That Government might hasten to unbind 
His fetters ; and his home he'd quickly find. 
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Still time dragged on. The winter's hours are o'er, 
And yet no news from far-off Southern shore. 
The light grows dim within his radiant eye, 
The hope within his heart begins to die. 
Retaliation bids that he must keep 
His lonely vigil there 'till death's deep sleep 
Unto his suffering heart shall slowly come ; 
And then — but not 'till then — he goeth home. 

CHAPTER V. — THE DISPATCH. 

The summer's days are fading 'neath the gleam 

Of early autumn skies. The air doth seem 

Half-laden with sweet incense ; for the beam 

Of zenith sun is bland and softly bright 

As o'er the landscape lingers hazy light 

Through all day's hours. The lingering bird's sweet song 

Is full of music such as doth belong 

To spring-time gladness. Well they know the boon 

Of pleasant days will vanish from them soon ; 

And now as if to thank Him for the prize 

Send sweetest notes toward the sunny skies. 

All nature's lovely. And the house is full 

Of childhood's prattle soft and beautiful, 

As though their hearts were tuned to nature's laws, 

And in the effect could trace the Generous Cause. 

Yet care is here.. Where doth its signet fail 
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To impress itself on mortal beings frail ? 
How true those words that death did boldly tread 
Throughout this mausoleum of the dead ! 
There scarcely is a household in the land 
Where weeping mourners do not sadly stand. 
Where his war-quickened pace hath failed to deal 
The blow which all must now most keenly feel. 
Which bearing loved ones to their soldier-graves 
Naught but deep grief and sad remembrance leaves, 
Yet they'd been spared, this far, to mourn for those 
Who from their home went forth to meet their foes. 
They both were well when the last tidings came 
From the far scene now lit by battle's flame, 
And they had almost dared to hope that when 
The war was o'er they'd both come back again. 

" What means that rider on yon foaming steed ? 
What business here, I wonder hath he need? 
He's from the City ! Mother hasten here 
To greet the stranger with becoming cheer." 
The mother comes. Her heart-strings wildly beat. 
She scarce has strength to offer him a seat. 
There's something in his eye which seems to say : 
I am the bearer of sad news to-day. 
He hands a letter. Tremblingly she breaks 
The seal, while with dismay her spirit quakes. 
Had not the papers yesterday been fraught 
With tidings of another battle fought ? 
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And were not both their loved ones in the fight ? 

Oh God ! 'Tis so. She's guessed it's meaning right ! 

With one loud scream she scans the contents o'er — 

The stranger hastes to lift her from the floor. 

" He's dead ! He's dead ! Your brother Henry's gone !" 

So soon as strength returns she cries forlorn, 

" Oh Henry ! I had hoped to see thee live, 

Such comfort dids't thou my poor spirit give 

When it was sorrow-stricken 'neath the loss 

Of thy dear fathe r. Bitter, bitter cross 

To bear along through life ! Cornelia, child ! 

Oh ! Father soothe her in her anguish wild ! 

They both are gone she loved so well. And they, 

My children, mourn a brother slain to-day ! 

He was our pride, our bright and dawning star ; 

And now his dear, loved body lies afar 

From home and kindred. How can our hearts bear 

Such crushing woe, such deep and dread despair !" 

The stranger as he heard the wailing cries 
Of womanhood and childhood, clasped his eyes, 
And wept too with them o'er that deadly blow. 
Not for the world would he have grieved them so. 
Not for the world had borne such tidings sad 
Unto a home so lately calm and glad. 
With sympathising woe forbore to see 
For longer time their heart's deep agony, 
Turned homeward grieving that the bitter tide 
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Of war should claim such victims for and wide. 

The first deep burst of bitter anguish o'er 
Cornelia stooped and took from off the floor 
The unwelcome sheet Too plainly doth it say : 
"Young Captain Hermon's corpse arrived to-day. 
It will be placed within our family vault. 
Mortally wounded in a dread assault 
On batteries masked, he nobly, grandly fell, 
While cheering on the troops he loved so well/' 
" Oh God ! And is this all to give me now 
In token of my brother ? Must I bow 
Beneath a-double weight of care and woe? 
Why am I spared to meet such deadly blow ? 
He whom I loved with all a sister's pride, 
Who drew me fondly to his sheltering side 
With all a mother's tenderness to tell 
The other stroke which on my heart-strings fell. 
I know he was not like to other men t 
I know I ne'er shall see his like again ! 
So brave ! so true ! so talented and young ! 
Why was such spirit e'er in battle flung ? 
My Country ! I could almost willing live 
A slave henceforth if only thou couldst give 
My treasures back again. Oh ! he would shield 
Me from each storm that earth could ever wield ! 
His christian faith should woo me in the path 
Which ne'er would need sin's all-avenging wrath. 
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His strong right arm should be my spirit's Btay, 
His manly will I cheerful would obey, 
In love and trust like to a little child, 
In manhood's worth a hero all the while ! 
He is not dead— It cannot, must not be ! 
I cannot live, my precious one, from thee 1" 

The mother strove to comfort her. But when 

She spoke so fondly of his worth again, 

Telling of all his noble deeds and kind 

From childhood's hours, the streaming tear-drops blind 

Their vision. Neither hath the power to speak. 

The children sob like their young hearts would break, 

And grief once more its carnival now holds 

In home where thought but one lone hope unfolds, 

To woo them from their mourning—'Tis that life 

May yet be Rufus' 'mid the distant strife. 

CHAPTER VI.— AFTER THE BATTLE. 

That dreadful conflict's o'er. And Champion Hill, 
Save groans of wounded soldiery, is still 
As erst before when peaceful grain did wave 
Where now each sod contains a soldier's grave. 
They've fought and died, some of the nation's pride, 
And now no mourner stands their grave beside. 
Save bands of angel-witnesses they've none 
To tell that duty there they've nobly done. 
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Historic page shall say they lost the day, 

No friendly hand shall consecrate their clay, 

In cherished soil of home. They there shall sleep 

Till time shall wake its last great echoes deep 

Throughout the earth to rouse that slumbering field, 

And bid each moldering mound its gallant sleeper yield. 

Oh ! it was hard to see foes pressing on. 
Arid know the last faint gleam of hope was gone 
To check their progress ! Like an avalanche, 
In which their charging coursers plunge and prance, 
They sweep across the plain, and now defy 
The little band of help approaching nigh ! 
Brave Bown, with the men who'd never known 
Before what 'twas to be thus trampled down, 
Like to a deathless spirit still doth rise 
Amid the carnage, and each aim defies ! 
They rally still, that gallant Western band— 
Missouri's fame's enshrined within our land — 
'Till broken columns, yielding troops beyond 
Tell but too plainly of the abandoned ground ; 
And battling still, they slowly fall in place, 
Their first defeat, first semblance of disgrace. 

Here Tighhnan's seen erect amid the storm, 
InstructingTollowers now to fight and form. 
Dismountingineat abatteryjto show 
The gunners how fc> aim the deadliest blow, 
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One shot ! Another ! peals forth loud to Heaven. 

Then as the third is ready to be given, 

An answering cannon from the opposing line 

Booms loud ! The scattered fragments hiss and shine 

Like flying serpents 'mid the darkened air — 

The smoke clears up— -and TtgMman'8 prostrate there/ 

"Away to yon green wood, brave comrades aid 

Me with my dying father !" Soon as said 

His youthful son and followers bear him quick 

Whither yon clump of trees is growing thick. 

And there, reposing on the vernal sward, 

One gallant soul bequeaths his dying word: 

" Tell her, my child/ thy mother, that I die 

In Honor 1 * cause — Be this my legacg I ". - 

Hef oic youth ! That precious form he bore 
With dying message to his mother's door; 
Interred the husband, father, patriot there ; 
Then hastening back to serve his country where 
He was most needed, met a fate as dread. 
Speeding along, one day, on fiery steed, 
The bearer of dispatches, he must needs 
The railroad cross before an approaching train. 
His charger reared and plunged, then reared again ! 
Broke from his grasp, and sped along-the way 
Like lightning* till his rider senseless iay 
Upon the ground — no more to wake to know 
The path of duty or of death below. ". 
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On ! On they come ! The victorious columns pour 

Full close upon them, 'till they reach the shore 

Of yon bright river. Here they hoped to stand ; 

And keep the foe from passing to the land 

Of the far side. For should they reach the rear 

Of their great stronghold famous far and near, 

Had they the means within to long withstand 

A combined attack by water and by land ? 

Ah ! now the bridge is burning ! 'Tis the sign 

This slender hope they now too must resign. 

But there is one — fair Florida's brave son 

Who will not yield, although the day they've won. 

He seeks a guide. And one is willing found 

Who knows the paths with which the woods abound; 

Who leads his hosts between the foeman's wings, 

And safe to Johnson his division brings ! 

Let Loring J a name descend to future days : 

He disobeyed — yet won a Nation's praise ! 

While pressing on they oft-times plant a gun 
To sweep the country round about. This done, 
The cavalry next scour each lonely road, 
To see if foe retreating there have trod. 
While some were thus engaged near a ravine, 
Beyond a country church and house are seen. 
A woman lone is pacing' to and fro 
Upon the gallery. Oh Heavens! Now they go, 
The bursting shells, unto her very door ! 
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Didst ever see such courage cool before ? 

Her husband, chaplain in an Eastern corps, 

Sets christian pattern his dear troops before ; 

And aids them by his counsels and his prayers, 

And oft with them the bloody conflict shares. 

Her children and her servants too are gone, 

Leaving her in that homestead all alone. 

With flying feet they've sought a neighboring farm. 

She hopes to shield them thus from death and harm. 

She pauses for a moment — Now the shot 

Pass hissing by — and yet they harm her not ! 

Then taking from a drawer within, a case 

Which holds a dear departed daughter's face, 

Another with a youthful son who'd gone 

Early to war, and now was sleeping lone 

Beside the Rappahannock's flow, she seems 

Lifted from earth, and death no hardship deems. 

Our troops retreating bade her haste away. 

" She could not leave her home. She there must stay. 

If conquering hordes demanded her poor life 

A trophy of their prowess in the strife ; 

Freely that life unto the cause is given, 

Gladly her soul would wing its way to Heaven !" 

Again she looks. A glittering escort shows 
Some high official comes among the foes. 
Ah ! now they halt before her very gate, 
In consultation brief a moment wait, 
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Then ride within ; dismount with courtly grace — 

And she and they are standing face to face ! 

"Madame! We wait for supper. We're tired and worn. 

The burden of this bloody day we've borne ; 

And rest ourselves and steeds before we go 

Again to press the now retreating foe. 

Not long we wait. For famed guerrilla bands 

Are said to infest this sunny Southern land, 

And should they find us now, our troops we fear 

Would lose their leader — General Grant is here I" 

Shs scarce had looked for courtesy at all. 

The " Yankees " she had deemed were demons all, 

So when they spoke like men, as woman true 

She did not deign to speak politely too. 

" Sir ! I'm alone. My household all have fled. 

When first the unwelcome news this morning sped 

Like lightning from the gory battle-field, 

We were outnumbered, and must surely yield, 

I bade them seek their safety in their flight. 

I've not a morsel in this house to-night. 

Your men have taken all. The parlor's there 

Where you may rest awhile from battle's care." 

She led them in. Then passed to her own room, 

To bewail alone her Country's gathering gloom. 

While seated there, they, in their pomp and pride, 

'Round Southern hearthstone told the difference wide, 

Which they'd observed amid the deadly fray, 
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Between their own and Southern troops to-day. 
They did not tell how every Southron lad 
Four foemen in their countless numbers had. 

And as she wept a faithful servant stood 

Sadly beside her. She ha4 seen the road 

Was clear of soldiers ; and in haste had sped 

To find her mistress either alive or dead. 

u What news now, Martha ?" "All is well," she said 

44 Except Miss Nettie thinks that thou art dead ; 

And bursts in tears whenever comes the roar 

Of flying shot and shell our house before. 

I promised her I'd come in haste to see, 

And stay, God willing, her deep agony. 

And here's some bread. I hid it in my hand. 

I saw they'd taken all from off our land, 

And begged this piece from luckier inmates there, 

With thee, if found alive, to gladly share." 

She had not eat since yester-morn. 'Twas o'er ! 

There was no need of prayer and fasting more 

To save her homestead. It was given up ! 

And she must learn to drink the bitter cup 

Of meek submission to her Country's fate. 

Must learn to bear the worldly crushing weight 

Of conquering complaisance or deadly hate. 

She broke the bread— her servant' 8 gift/ and ate. 

Then rose to bid her lordly guests adieu, 

One from his pocket-case a paper drew, 
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*' Take this. Twill ^ye thy homestead from the wrath 

Of straggling soldiers following in our path. 

We much regret this Gfttel, «HMl war, 

But 'tis our Me. . We thank fkee-** and withdraw." 

She gazed upon them as they ride away 

In glimmering light, for slowly waned the day, 

Thinking of all the bitter woe and dread 

Those oonieiy warriors in their footsteps led i 

While they halfHgighed that battling was not o'er, 

Then they should hear such etnen ill tto more,' 

Dispatched he? faithful Martha ones again 

To bring her weeping children home. Aftdtfcrtm 

Perused the paper with Ha welcotoe cheer, 

"Prelection" ft* her hetse and loved etteafbttm 

A huge Cattpa free its tograftoestasdT 

About the lead which thither them bad led $ 

For 'twaa in hteoHft. On* koisetta» etwctsfd his Mm, 

On its ga&Mto fofm to look agate, 

Glanced baclrwald--*S8}ir her staftdteg Ml the deer, 

And bowed with mow of fevefetfeft than fcefti*> 

Looked at the tree agato— then faHepett oil, 

Ufltii the General's side wmqak&f wen. 

" Strange that a tree so rawly eter 1&at& 

Should blossom bow o* that ftsrtraated gtousdf » 
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OHAFTBB VH — AFFBOACHOtO THE CITY. 

AH is confusion in Cornelia's home.. 

" They've crossed the river, and they'll sorely come, 

With death and terror in their very name, 

To blight, destroy, and light the fiendish flame. 

Oh Father t Save us God in this dread hour ! 

There's welcome help now in no earthly power. 

Our brave defenders dead and dying lie 

From far Port-Gibson to the station nigh. 

They fought like men. They died like heroes too 1 

They ne'er relented that the sword they drew. 

Their comrades worn and weary passed this way 

With gleaming cheek and eye but yesterday, 

And now they gather for the deadly fight 

Where yon bright steeples mark the city's site. 

Our foemen's wrath is deadly. For they'll tell 

In slaughtered ranks the power of shot and shell, 

When aimed by hands that fight for home and love, 

And sped by prayers that hourly rise above 

The conflict on the noon-day's darkened air, 

To Heaven's high throne, and find responses there. 

They'll burn with hatred towards us. For they'll see 

Our deep devotion to our Liberty* 

And as they battle, oft pretense will find 

To wound our hearts with words and deeds unkind. 

Oh mother, shield me ! Whither shall I go 

No deadly hate, nor gross insult to know? 
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'Tis said no maid is safe within their power, 

Oh God ! protect me in this dreadful hour l" 

And as she spoke, three horsemen galloped by, 

They saw the gleam of hate was in their eye. 

Their steeds equipped in martial style, their clothes 

The same that mark the Southron's deadly foes. 

Then as they wheeled and leapt within the door, 

Almost a corpse she sinks upon the floor. 

"That man! Where's he?" The foremost quickly said 

Ere he had seen the maiden almost dead. 

" There is a man that lives here ! Where is he ? 

Do not attempt by foul chicanery 

To conceal the fact — we know that he is here 1 

Give him up quick, and you have naught to fear." 

" He's gone ! He's gone ! He's to the station gone." 

She answers wildly of her absent son. 

" Cornelia, rise. No harm they'll do us, child." 

His 'dark and war-worn visage grew more mild 

When first he saw her trembling form, and thought 

Of the deep dread with which his words were fraught. 

Then beckoning to his comrades, all arose 

Under pretense to look for lurking foes ; 

And mounting quick again dash boldly down 

The road which leads unto the nearest town. 

" They'll kill him, now ! They'll meet him all alone, 

And his dread fate will ne'er by us be known. 

Why didst thou, mother, tell them where he'd gone? w 

" I thought not what I said. I feared to lie, 
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Lest lie should know it, and I too should die, 

There dwelt such fury in his mien and eye." 

And now they are returning at full speed, 

That dreadful visage still is in the lead. 

Woe to that house if he were then alone ; 

Or if he knew those men would follow on 

Where he would gladly lead. 'T would never rise 

Another day to greet the sunny skies. 

"We have not found him. And we know he's here. 

Comrades, let's search these spacious parlors near." 

As soon as said is heard their rattling tread 

Throughout the house, by love of lucre led. 

First to the parlors, then the sitting-room, 

Where every thing is robed in funeral gloom, 

In token of the loved ones they had lost. . 

Then towards the far-rooms one had almost crossed 

The spacious hall, when calling him aloud, 

His comrade with a look and bearing proud 

Declared "it should not be while he was there." 

That he'd report them to their General, where 

They'd learn what it meant to look for absent men 

Throughout a widow's dwelling. "When, oh ! when 

Didst thou turn rebel ?" *■* Never mind ! I'll go 

Unto headquarters, just a mile below, 

And give the names of those who're pilfering so." 

It was enough. The straggling thieves began 

Ta see how much .mistaken in the man 

They'd been r when,.bent on plunder and disgrace 
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They first essayed to search that dwelling-place. 
And with a surly look they follow him 
Thither the distance makes their figures dim ; 
Then speeding on with loud resounding tramp 
They soon dismount within the crowded camp. 

The household are together in the hall. 
The mother, daughters, children, servants, all 
Who're thereabout. For now a vast array, 
To them it seems an army, comes that way. 
If three men could their spirits so affright, 
How must they quake at this now dreadful sight ? 
u The doors — Oh ! close the doors !" Cornelia cries. 
The children at her bidding quickly rise 
And close the ponderous doors, which long ago 
Wide-opened did their friends oft welcome so. 
Like bees they swarm about that dear olid place, 
And search its every corner well to trace 
Something to take, something they each may prize, 
From those they once did fear, but now despise. 
Some in the basement prowl with deafening cheer, 
Hoping to find the choicest home-wines here; 
Some from the dairy come with dripping pan. 
Some from the meat-house with a nice cured ham. 
Some from the poultry-yard with cackling hen, 
Some with a squealing pig from out the pen, 
Some from the calf-lot with some fine fresh veal, 
Some only knives and forks and spoons do steal. 
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One found a box he thought was filled with gold 

A microscope was all he did behold, 

As tearing off the lid he screamed aloud 

To show his great good fortune to the crowd. 

One drank fresh water from a silver cup, 

And one a fine accordeon battered up, 

Then tossed it down despoiled of every tone 

For man and beast to wildly trample on. 

Some turning towards the carriage-house their track*, 

Emerged with ladies' saddles on their backs. 

While here and there was seen a moderate man 

Who was content to find a good stove-pan. 

Some looking at fine potraits camly sat, 

As others fruits preserved and pickles ate. 

While some all hopeless of their share of gain 

Within the yard, no longer can refrain 

From hastening to the garden, spade m hand, 

To seek for treasuf es 'neath the mellow land. 

Alas ! Alas ! for human hope and care. 

A proud Confederate Flag lies buried there ! 

They've found it— -torn it from its hiding-place, 

And now its hallowed symbols would disgrace. 

It is the flag that Henry bore to war, 

That Rrcfus guarded in the the conflict ftw ; 

And it was doubly valued for their sake. 

They whoop! They yell I They gladly now would tfitoe 

The life of any being who would dare 

That cherished flag from out their grasp to bear. 
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While shouts of hate and mad defiance ring, 

*Mid wildly deafening roar this flag they bring 

Within the yard, where all the family, 

With humbled hearts, its bitter fate may see. 

For well they know they see them. Though the doors, 

From greater dread, are closed now as before ; 

Yet through venitian blinds they clearly trace 

Some of the features of full many a face. 

Exultant thus to find them looking on, 

They haste until their heartless work is done. 

On a huge pole, part of a broken tree, 

*Tis stretched and torn — then in deep mockery 

Next hissed — then complimented with rude jeer 

By every straggling soldier passing near ; 

Till tired at length with this their wicked play, 

Each on it fires a shot, then walks away. 

While thus they tarried, gathering plunder there, 

A man who dress of citizen doth wear 

Is seen approaching from the station road. 

At open windows, as if understood 

By him, from floors above they kerchiefs wave 

To bid him seek not there a bloody grave. 

Remembering well those words the first had said 

Who came that morn, they almost deemed him dead, 

Until he's seen approaching. Now they fear 

Alas ! that he will soon be murdered here. 

Yet still he comes with sad and solemn mien. 



46 CORNELIA. 

When from the town returning fax, he'd seen 

His home, his father's house, was now a prey 

To foemen's wrath and terror's wild dismay. 

His spirit ne'er before through life did quail ; 

And now its dauntless courage does not fail. 

Dismounting at the gate, calm as of yore, 

And seeing footmen standing near the door ; 

"Here, Pompey ! Morgan's hungry — give him feed, 

Tell Jim I soon shall want another steed, 

Poor Mrs. Mason's dying now of fright ; 

And I must haste to see her ere the night." 

His wife within was panting with wild fear 

Lest she his death-shot now should surely hear. 

Because he dared address a servant so. 

The foe proclaimed them u freed ! " Did he not know 

'Twould rouse their slumbering ire to think that he 

Dared question for a moment they were free ? 

Yet somehow they respected him the more 

To see his courage. As he passed the door, 

He told them how their nearest neighbor lay 

Almost a corpse from dreadful fright that day. 

And how a faithful servant thence had come. 

To beg him go unto her waiting home ; 

Lest, ere some aid by medicine be given. 

The shattered threads of life be rudely riven; 

"With one acclaim they beg him not to go. 

" What ? leave a respected widow dying so, 

Without one word, or deed of kindness done ? 
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I would not be my father's worthy sod, 

Nor true to Masonry, if I could rest, 

And yet refuse to succor the distressed, " 

' Twas useless all demurring. For he said 

As he and others sought the road that led 

Towards home, they saw the General in command, 

Who told them they must needs " be quiet, " and 

No fcarm his men should do them. Then he rose, 

And sought his room, not fearing all their foes, 

For he had faith in man and manhood's worth, 

E'en though that man should be of Northern birth ; 

And felt secure in his once plighted word. 

And now the gladsome voice of childhood's heard, 

As stooping to the floor he grasps his boy, 

And clasps him with a father's fondest joy, 

Listening with pride to little words he said 

When first the foemen's steeds within were led; 

Not dreaming ought of harm did thence betide, 

He looked, and smiled ; then prattled ; " want to ride /" 

True to his master's orders, Jim essayed 

To find a steed where they had always stayed, 

Then looked the fields and. the great pasture o'er ; 

But horse, nor mule, nor colt he found there more ! 

Returning with a disappointed look : 

" Master, the last horse on the place they took, " 

" Is Morgan gone ? Is Dew-Drop missing too ? " 

" I saw one on the pony as he flew 
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Fast towards the road which to the City leads ; 

Two others mounted on the carriage-steeds, 

I know not what to do. Not one is left 

To seek the herd of which we are bereft," 

" Then never mind. You know it is not far 

To Mrs. Mason's. These are times of war ; 

And I can walk there." " Then let me go, too ? 

I know not what these fiendish men might do. 

One of them said just now I should be shot 

Because I did not fell thee on the spot 

For sending word that Morgan I must feed. " 

" Then come along. She's waiting. We must speed. " 

With saddle-bags in hand, in which are placed 
His medicines all neatly stowed and cased, 
He seeks the neighboring homestead, there to find 
An almost pulseless form and wandering mind. 
For troopers leaping o'er the fence had dashed 
Into the yard ; their steeds reluctant lashed 
Until they through the hall in fury stamp. 
Her heart beats wild at each successive tramp, 
And deeming that her hour for death had come, 
She falls within the portals of her home. 
While they believing too that she was dead 
Gave one loud, fiendish whoop — then quickly fled. 
For two long hours he watched beside her there 
With weeping household, 'till their deep despair 
Was changed to gladness, as she slowly raised 
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Her sunken eyes long closed. And God be praised I 
The wild stare's gone, her consciousness returned. 
Surely those dreadful horsemen now have learned 
How fraught with terror and all earthly woes, 
Their coming to the dwellings of their foes. 
And now with sable escort, faithful Jim, 
He home returns as daylight's growing dim. 



CHAPTER VIII. — LITTLE ARTHUR'S BURIAL. 

The days dragged slowly on. Each coming one 

Repeating but the other. Some deed done 

Which bids the warm blood boil in Southern veins, 

And makes them dread the Northmen's galley chains, 

Each brings sad tidings of the sick afar, 

Their loved ones struggling for them in the war. 

While neighboring dwellings know his welcome tread, 

In healing sick ones — burying their dead. 

For death's simoom sweeps o'er this weeeping land, 

It's coming hastened by a hostile band, 

And they who're well, scarce call their lives their own, 

So great the dread that to their hearts is known. 

Calmly yet bravely 'mid these direful scenes 

He labors on. His moments spare between 

Know but one joy, to caress his darling boy, 

And in his sports his aching heart employ. 

While he, as though an angel's voice had come 

To woo him to yon bright and happy home, 
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Looked lovingly on all ; and played beside 

The foemen who around his home did ride, 

Till they so learned to love his gentle mien 

That oft within their saddles he is seen 

With tiny hand upon the bridle-rein ; 

Then patient 'till they bid him ride again. 

For ere their coming he had learned to love 

About the yard, when mounted thus, to rove, 

When gentle Dew-Drop, his own snqw-white steed 

Was saddled, and his father her did lead. 

Her form scarce larger than a good-sized deer, 

His own so small without a thought of fear, 

Securely nestling there, as gladly he 

Rode slowly 'round, and prattled in his glee. 

At length his foemen seeing all the care 

He thus bestowed on suffering citizens there, 

Did oft request his counsel and his aid 

Where their own sick on suffering beds were laid. 

Reflecting that he best must understand 

Diseases common to our clime and land. 

And bade him take one of their " broke-down" steeds, 

Instead of walking in his various needs ; 

Giving him privilege to go in peace 

Where'er he wished until disease should cease. 

Bnt now a shadow falls upon his way, 
Which dims with dark eclipse his all of day. 



CORNELIA. 51 

His little Arthur, who with his Mamma 

Unto a kinsman's house, not distant far, 

He'd taken to spend a few short days from home, 

Is ill. Tis time that he again had come. 

But dead and dying claim his care awhile, 

Aud he's deterred from seeing wife and child. 

It chanced the dwelling where they now had gone 

Was near the river where the "lines" did run, 

Dividing hostile forces. Foemen wait, 

Lest Johnson there should turn the tide of fate 

Against them. Hence their deep distrust 

Of Southern honor, whensoever they durst 

Ask privilege of passing to and fro, 

Supposing on pretense they wish to go ; 

And are the bearers of dispatches in 

Where the great city meets their deadly din 

With anwering fury. Thus as Arthur lay, 

Disease but fastening on him every day, 

His mother seeks some chance may now betide 

To bring his father to her darling's side. 

" They're passing now I The foemen's Chief is there. 

Perhaps he'll listen to thy wailing prayer." 

She flies to meet him ; begs that he will give 

"A pass," that he may come, her child may live. 

"We've Doctors good as any in the land. 

This case I do not clearly understand. 

Doctor dismount ! We'll tarry here the while, 

'Till thou hast time to see the suffering child." 
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With saddened heart the mother led him where 

Her darling lay. A look of dark despair 

Was in his eye as gazing on his form 

He bade her hope he might outlive the storm. 

In kindly tone he spoke of« his own band, 

A household large within a distant land ; 

How he had treated them when thus they lay 

On beds of suffering. Starting on his way : 

" I'm chief physician — Kittoe is my name, 

A potion give the fever's heat to tame ; 

And if headquarters near do still remain, 

And he should need me, send ; I'll come again." 

Oh ! Sherman ! hadst thou heard that mother's prayer, 

Her heart might ne'er have known its deep despair. 

With love parental, healing draughts to give 

That child, it may be, still had chanced to live, 

And might have been in freedom's future need 

A guiding star her patriot hosts to lead. 

Or better still, his gentle voice been heard 

In thrilling tones to plead his Maker's Word, 

To woo mankind from folly and from sin, 

And thus might lessen war's dread martial din. 

Why could'st thou not like thy McPherson, brave, 

By kindly deed from needless suffering save, 

That when thou too shall join the spirit-band 

Some friends may mourn thee in this sunny land. 

A few more days, hie father comes alas ! 
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To find his loved one in the fever's grasp. 
Yet still he hopes— how can he cease to hope- 
That with the destroying angel he may cope ? 
With love and skill new life may yet be given, 
And stayed an angel's flight from earth to Heaven ? 
Still hope grows darker, 'till the midnight hour 
Finds him, alas 1 in death's all-conquering power. 
A messenger, a Colonel, and a friend, 
Has come from home to beg his footsteps bend 
Thither again. His brother's sinking eye 
Portends the hour of death is drawing nigh. 
And should he fail to go, the morn will find 
His only loved one near to death resigned. 
" Bring him in here ! " The lather frantic cries. 
"See him, Alonzo, there— My darling dies ! " 
The hot tears gush from out his sorrowing eyes. 
He half forgets his brothertoo must die 
In that dark moment — '.' Give him now to me. 
My darling child, here's thy dear father 1 See 
He breathes again ! " He clasps him to his breast 
His little headdroops lower— he's at rest 1 
" How can I bear it ? What is life to me 
When! no more my darling's form shall see ? 
Why was I spared by invading hosts to live 
When life no more one hour of Joy can give ? 
Oh 1 'twould be sweet to die now he is gone. 
I cannot live thus wretchedly alone ! 
No more to hear his happy batoy voice* 
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Which only now could bid my heart rejoice; 
Since both are gone my Country and my child— 
I yield ! I yield, 'neath all this sorrow wild !" 
The mother crushing back her own deep grief, 
Essayed to speak one word of kind relief 
Unto his bursting heart. 'Twas all in vain. 
He but rehearsed his bitter fate again 
Until the morning's hour ; when wearied down 
'Neath all the woe and watching he had known, 
In troubled sleep he lays him down awhile, 
While she and they keep vigil o'er his child. 

One neighbor only comes — she lives so near 
Their foemen can no base deception fear — 
To dress his lifeless form for its long sleep. 
His mother still her faithful watch doth keep. 
For not one moment now her heart can spare 
From him to her so dear, in death so fair. 
She smooths the ripples of his sunny hair 
From off his placid brow. Then kneeling there, 
With little snowy hand clasped in her own, 
Prays God's best mercies may be showered down 
On her and hers. That strength to them be given 
To resign their precious idol back to Heaven ; 
Cheered only through this season of despair 
By one fond hope — to meet her darling there. 

The morrow dawns. And the sad funeral train-*- 
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The parents only with one neighboring man, 
And faithful servant, set out on their way 
Unto the family burial ground, to lay 
Him down to his long rest. The foemen's camp 
Is by the wayside. While the steady tramp 
Of stationed sentinels, and the loud hum 
Of soldiers moving round them, grating come. 
" What's in that coffin ? " one coarse soldier said. 
u My master's little boy is in here, dead." 
" Stop, there ! 'Tis hard to tell what he might take 
Thus through our generous lines for Rebels' sake ; 
And thou must wait until our General sees 
Thou dost no harm to us our foes to please." 
And waiting there, they, in the distance, see 
The lid upraised, their minds from doubt to free, 
Lest some dark trick of foeman should be hid 
In death's disguise beneath that coffin-lid. 
Then with .the news their neighbor must return, 
Lest he too far from his own home be gone 
Without a " pasB," the servant bears him on, 
He and the weeping parents all alone. 

Arriving at their home, the family 
Assembled are that mournful sight to see. . 
The mother who had loved the gentle boy, 
The children who had shared his every joy, 
Cornelia who had known so much of woe, 
W£ose saddened heart had ever prized him so, 
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The servants with their heart-felt wailings low, 
His mother, too — his father dared not go 
Lest his great grief again should overflow- 
Are gathered now to look upon that face 
Which yet so lovely seems in death's embrace. 
While foeman watching by his early dead — 
His brother's spirit yesterday had fled — 
Wept too with them. And gently helped them bear 
His form to rest amid the flowerets, where 
His kindred's bodies lay. The rigid care 
Of foemen had refused his mother's prayer, 
That neighboring minister might read the word 
Consigning him to death, and to his God. 
The mother's trembling voice is heard to tell 
The funeral service which they loved so well ; 
Then friendly hands with saddened labor place 
The clammy clay above that lovely face. 
Those soft blue eyes that shone with spirit light 
From out their tender depths are closed in night 
Those little hands that clasped his mother's breast, 
In dimpled beauty, now are laid to rest. 
That brow so fair with wealth of sunny hair 
Is lying 'neath the dust, and sorrow there 
Dwell in her gloom while flowerets sweetly bloom 
To shed their fragrance o'er that precious tomb. 
Oh 1 cherished spot 1 Thou canst not be forgot 
By those who there bemoaned life's bitter lot ; 
And there they'll weep beside their loved one's sleep. 
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Till they too join those slumbers deep. 
Beloved of earth ! The angels knew thy worth, 
And gladly gave to thee a heavenly birth. 
With choral band they took thy gentle hand 
To lead thee to their own bright, happy land, 
And thou dost share thy Saviour's tenderest care 
In waiting for the ones who loved thee there. 

CHAPTER IX. — LEAVING THE LINES. 

Tis now a doubly sacred spot, the place 
Where manhood's worth and woman's gentle grace 
Lie side by side with childhood's sinless form, 
And there oft-times amid the sweeping storm 
Of dread invasion, comes the mourner's tread, 
To look beyond the grave among the dead. 
No moslem e'er with deeper faith hath placed 
His hopes on laws his worshiped Prophet traced, 
Than they now do on words of Holy Writ, 
As reading there in tears they prayerful sit, 
Reflecting on the solace they contain 
For weary hearts like theirs — then read again. 

'Twas thus one eve when they who late had given 

Their precious idol back again to Heaven 

Sat pondering, that Aunt Lucy's step was heard, 

As she approaches with a kindly word: 

" Mas. Robert do not grieve for thy dear boy, 



8 CORNELIA. 

He's happy now ; will ne'er know aright but ]oj. 
He's gone with spotless robes to that bright home 
Where dread disease can never, never come." 
" I know that. But 'tis hard, 'tis hard to give 
The being up for whom I most did live ! 
His gladsome prattle all I had to cheer 
My weary heart since all has been so drear. 
I freely fielded all my earthly store. 
I still might hope again to gather more. 
But my dear, darling child, my precious boy ; 
In him I lost my all of earthly joy. 
And now Aunt Lucy, I must go away, 
I cannot bear near this sad spot to stay ! 
I cannot live where every blooming flower 
But brings to mind the bright and happy hours 
When he too loved them, now that he is gone." 
What ? Leave Miss Eva here, and all alone ? 
She has no father, mother, sister nigh. 
Wilt leave her here in bitter grief to die ? " 
14 She will not die, Aunt Lucy. She is good, 
And sorrow's wildest storm has bravely stood. 
She leans on God, the mourner's truest friend, 
Who to a heart like hers can comfort send. 
I leave her here to guard this precious spot ; 
To see that our rude foes shall trample not 
Her own heart's dearest treasure and my own. 
I have not known such wretchedness since torn 
From me in death's embrace my father lay, 
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But earnest of a darker, bitterer day ! 
And thou must aid her with a friendly hand 
'So long as here remain a hostile band. 
She and Cornelia claim thy ceaseless care, 
For sake of her — my mother — sleeping there, 
Oh ! guard my loved ones with a faithful eye 
Till I return again — or hapless die. » 

Thou canst assist them much. I beg thee do. 
My country's service calls me loudly too. 
I once had thought to never leave my home, 
But now since death of dearest one hath come 
To drive me from its precincts sad, I tell 
You all along — it may be last farewell." 
" No ! Do not go ! We all will strive to make 
Thy home more cheerful for thy presence's sake." 
" I needs must go. The hour is near at hand 
Wherein I leave my dear and household band. 
My clothes are ready. Here's my passport now. 
Wouldst have dishonor rest upon my brow ? " 
" Ah ! no, Mas. Robert; if thou must depart 
Take this poor pledge to sooth thy absent heart, 
Thy wife and sister never harm shall know 
While I have power to turn aside the blow. 
My mistress' children ne'er shall say with truth 
I in my age forebore to shield their youth." 
" Thank thee, my friend. For now I know thou'lt do 
What thou hast said, unto thy promise true. 
Good-bye : I hope to meet you yet again 
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When well -won peace shall somewhat soothe our pain." 

He shook her outstretched hand, then quickly placed 

His arm about his wife ; and they retraced 

Their steps within. The morning's sun arose, 

And he was distant far from taunting foes. 

In friendly lines he bends his speedy way 

I/Thither the first Confederate army lay, 

Henceforth to guard with kindly skill and care 

The sick and wounded soldiers pining there ; 

While she amid her loneliness and gloom 

Keeps faithful vigil o'er their darling's tomb. 

A week has passed. And now the cannon's roar 
Which has been pealing, booming evermore 
In deadly conflict, suddenly doth cease — 
What means this token of a seeming peace ? 
The morrow comes. And still they do not hear 
The accustomed sound, artillery pealing near. 
All, all is strangely still. The foemen say 
The fortress must have fallen yesterday. 
Else why this truce of arms ? Yet still they hope 
Their countrymen might never cease to cope 
With hosts besieging while their lives remain. 
But now, alas ! it groweth sadly plain ! 
A courier from headquarters glad proclaims : 
" The city has surrendered ! Naught remains 
But that her brave defenders be paroled, 
And they relinquish this, their last strong hold, 
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Which is the key unto the East and West. 
And soon with final victory we'll be blest ! " 
Then she who late had buried her dear boy, 
Perceiving how his countenance showed his joy 
At news he bore, could not refrain to say : 
" Your arms may be victorious to-day, 
Yet what is earth, and all that earth can give, 
Supposing all your own ? The soul must live 
Beyond this life ! There is another sphere, 
Wherein the ones we love, and all most dear 
May still be ours. To me it seems most vain 
All earthly goods or victories to count gain. 
My only child just laid within the grave, 
The wealth of India could not hope to save 
My heart from anguish now. Yet not for all 
The South her own in palmiest days could call, 
Would I exchange the hope to meet him where 
Life has no gloom, the spirit no despair." 
With look respectful and with serious mien 
He back returned whither he erst had come, 
While they prepared to hear the bitter news 
Which soon their hearts no longer dare refuse, 
One fervent prayer now breathe forth unto Heaven, 
That " strength as needed " to their souls be given. 
Thus calmly they the dreadful tidings bore 
'Till Southern men confirm what's heard before ; 
As with paroles they bid their friends adieu, 
And seek exchange to join the strife anew. 
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CHAPTBK X, — ON PICKET. 

"All's quiet along the Potomac to-night ! " 
The stars shine forth in splendor full and bright. 
While here and there along the other shore 
The foemen's watch-fires gleam forth evermore. 
No sound disturbs the quiet save the wail 
Of lonely whippoorwill upon the gale, 
Whose plaintive song in sad and mellow tone 
Must ever tell of home to loved ones gone. 
,r Tis midnight hour. The moon begins to climb 
The far-off hills in majesty sublime. 
The sleeping earth draped in her foliage there 
Forbids the thought to-morrow morning's air 
Shall breathe with sounds of sorrow and despair. 
Yet so it is. And Rufus, guarding there 
His lonely picket, views the scene so fail 
With deepest gratitude. Then grows heart-sick 
At thoughts of dreadful carnage wide and thick 
* The morn shall bring unto his comrades when 
The earth shall tremble in the strife again. 
" Where shall I be when sets to-morrow's sun ? 
Where when another bloody day is done ? 
Shall Heaven, in answer to a mother's prayer, 
Still deign this unharmed breast again to spare ? 
Oh, heart ! unworthy of so fond a love, 
Why hast not long ago sought peace above ? 
That when thou'rt stilled that faithful friend may know 
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I leave for brighter sphere the scenes below. * 

The memory of my valiant brother gone, 

Now pleads with more than earthly strength and tone 

That there is life beyond this life of woe, 

Whither he's gone ; where I, too, soon may go. 

Did he not say the Bible was his shield 

'Mid thickest dangers of the battle-field ? 

His comforter in sorrow, his best friend 

Where'er the diverse paths of life should tend ? 

Did he not beg me on that fatal day 

To learn to serve my Maker, and to pray ? 

I must pray now ! My heart dares not refuse 

Between the paths of life and death to choose." 

And kneeling there on lonely picket-post, 

Before him camped a vast and hostile host, 

That strong heart poured its first fond maiden prayei 

Unto its Maker on the night's still aif . 

He plead for home, and for his loved ones there, 

That invading foemen might those loved ones spare. 

Then for his countrymen, and for their foes, 

That time might soften all their bitter woes, 

And soon might bring an honorable close 

To this dread warfare. In his earnestness 

He did not hear a coming footstep press 

The adjacent ground. Oh, God ! He sure must die ! 

Is not the foeman's faultless rifle nigh ? 

Is it not leveled at his kneeling form ? 

The foeman lists — then drops his rifle down ! 
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" I would not shoot that man though I should die ! 

I speed his prayer unto yon radiant sky. 

I beg that God may hear that prayer, and mine, 

And 'round this bleeding land the peace-bow twine. 

He rises from his posture to behold 

The Eastern sky now tinged with lines of gold, 

For day approaches, and the combat comes 

Welcome to those who battle for their homes. 

Little he recked a foeman spared his life 

To lose his own in the forthcoming strife : 

Blest thought in death the last hour he did live 

Life to a foeman freely he did give. 

CHAPTER XI. — THE AVOWAL. 



Their tents are spread o'er all that hallowed ground, 

The foemen's tents are gleaming white around, 

But one lone spot, the grave-yard in the rear, 

Is spared from their approaching footsteps near. 

The sunshine plays upon the fallen snow, 

The sentinels are pacing to and fro. 

A gorgeous flag unfolds its drapery o'er, 

And half conceals the widely opened door. 

The walls stand forth in massive structure proud, 

Like one whose soul has never tamely bowed 

To tyranny's oppression. Can it be 

It is the self-same building that we see, 

Which long ago such generous welcome gave 
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Unto our country's youthful champions brave f 

It's halls are crowded once again. But, ah ! 

What different sentiments the crowd now draw ! 

Once 'twas the burning thoughts of Liberty, 

Of those who'd rather die than not be free. 

But now, alas ! all friendless and forlorn, 

Like one to whom each earthly hope is gone, 

Those halls but know the sad, unwelcome tread 

Of those whose presence mind them of the dead. 

And yet there lives within that changed domain 

The same deep hatred of the foemen's chain. 

" Their hands are bound " — their spirits yet are free, 

They're living still in hope of Liberty. 

The foeman dwells there in* his pomp and pride, 

His wife and little ones are by his side. 

Yea ! while they sleep, the owners of that land, 

In death's embrace, a gay and courtly band 

Wake music every eve at sunset's hour, 

In token of their undivided power. 

There manhood's strength and woman's grace are found 

To " trip the toe fantastic " on the ground 

Where pitying angels daily come to weep, 

And o'er invaded hearth-stones vigil keep. 

The mother and the family truly share 
The courtesies of life from all who're there. 
But, oh ! how sad the weary hours must come 
To those who are but prisoners in their home ! 
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Among that crowd Alonzo's form is seen 
With quiet step, and serious, courteous mien, 
For he still mourns for him, his brother lost ; 
And oft in hours of sorrow spirit-tost, 
Prays in his solitude that God would send 
To him again some other life-long friend. 

'Twas thus one morn by accident he chanced 
To pass the hall wherein they oft had danced, 
The foes' gay friends, for ne'er the household band 
Had joined in foemen's sports within their land. 
He met Cornelia in the open door, 
With mien and countenance sadder than of yore ; 
While in her hand a folded paper's pressed 
As though it might have caused her heart's unrest 
With deep respect he asked if she had heard 
From her long absent brother r " Hot a word. 
They've fought again. Dispatches do not say 
Whether he lives or may be dead to-day." 
She scarce could stay the quickly rising tear, 
And started on. When he, advancing near, 
With kindly tone presented that she read 
The latest papers which he did not need. 
Adding : " Perhaps they'll give thee in detail 
The news thou wait'st to hear. But do not fail 
To think of this : A gracious God is there ; 
He can protect, defend him everywhere." 
She hastened to her mother's room to see 
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If they threw light upon the mystery ; 
And there she found that his command had stood 
'Neath dreadful Are from batteries near a wood, 
In midst of battle. And that when relieved 
Only one-fourth the men were back received. 
Thus to their other ills, suspense most dread 
Is added now lest Rufus too be dead. 

And thus the days wore on. Alonzo's mind 

Unto Cornelia more and more inclined ; 

Until unto himself he did confess 

Her presence only could his pathway bless. 

Tet this she ne'er must know. Could her heart deign 

To list to love from those who'd caused her pain 

As they had done ? One brother lost in blood ; 

Another now, may be, has met his God. 

Then how dare he e ? er speaK of love to ner T 

How deign she words of love from him to hear? 

He thought to bury it within his breast. 

He strove to join in sports as did the rest, 

Forgetting that her face he'd ever seen — x , ' 

Yet still that gentle face would come between 

Him and his friends in pleasure's brightest hour. 

Those soft blue eyes in all their spirit-power 

"Would gaze into his heart's depths when he'd try 

To banish her from out his memory. 

The warrior who had tempted battle's fate, 

Who shrank from no known duty small nor great, 
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Whose fame and rank were honored far and near, 
By friends and foes, was sorely baffled here. 

At length, with courage which had rather faced 

The deadliest cannon e'er in battle placed, 

He did resolve that she should know it all, 

Regardless by what name she chose to call, 

Whether impudence or insult, thus to give 

His heart to her for whom he'd gladly live. 

And thus resolved a chance did soon appear. 

By accident a scout was captured near 

Who bore a mail to that down-trodden land 

From those beloved afar, the valiant band 

Whose homes they knew were in the foemen's lines. 

Among these letters one for her he finds. 

The rest are quickly scanned to see no harm 

Is meant his men which he must needs disarm. 

This one alone he guards with jealous eye, 

Lest brother-officer its form descry, 

And open too. Then at a quiet hour, 

Armed with his love, her letter, and the power 

Which worth doth always give its owners, he 

In parlor called Cornelia to see. 

" Here is a letter just come in to-day, 

No mortal eye has seen what it contains. 

I trust your honor that it bring no blame 

On me because I willing dared refrain 

From opening first, then sealing up again. 
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But ere I give it thee one boon I pray, 

That thou wilt sometime hear what I must say ? " 

" Yes, freely, if no harm thou wouldst convey." 

" Then I will meet thee when thou goest to see 

The spot wherein repose thy family ; 

In the bright morn when all is fresh and fair, 

For I would have thee listen to me there. 

I'd rather lose this strong and free right arm 

Than do a Mason's daughter, sister harm." 

" Then I can trust thee. Now I go to read 

The tidings which we all so long did need." 

And hastening out she looked not in his eyefe, 

As soft and radiant then as of the skies, 

Or she had partly guessed his meaning then, 

And never listed to his words again. 

The morning came ; a morning clear and bright 
All nature grew resplendent in its light. 
The winter now had well-nigh passed away, 
And early Spring resumed her genial sway. 
Oh ! it had been the gladdest of earth's hours, 
It's bloom excelled all other vernal flowers, 
Had not the gloom that on their spirits fell 
Told that their cause doth not now prosper well. 
For many a prayer, and many a tear will tell 
How dear unto the Southrons' faithful heart 
That cause whose hope they sorrowing saw depart 
True to the promise that she yester gave, 
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Cornelia walks unto her mother's grave 

To find fresh flowers, the loveliest on the place, 

In sparkling beauty now that hillock grace. 

" I'm early here ! I've waited long to tell 

What thou must know if thou hast pondered well 

My words and deeds for many a by-gone day. 

Tis not my nature with fond hearts to play 

As though I loved, intending but to sport 

I claim that treachery is not my forte, 

Although I bear a name to thee as bad 

As ever made a faithful lover sad. 

A * blue-coat ' — * Yankee ' — begs thee listen here 

'Till he can tell thee all to him so dear — 

His love— -his waiting— and his torturing fear 

Lest thou shouldst hate him, and refuse to hear." 

He paused to* look into her sunny eyes. 
They told him not of hatred— but surprise. 
" I love thee for thyself, thy gentle heart ; 
Its influence ne'er can from my own depart 
I love thee for thy spirit's suffering's sake. 
I long from sorrow's haunts my love to take ; 
To bear her to a peaceful, happy land, 
And crown her queen of a dear household band. 
My mother's waiting now for her dear boy, 
To her^fond heart the source of every joy. 
She'd welcome thee as her long-absent child, 
She'd teach thee to forget thy sorrows wild. 
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Thy brother Joyed so well now sleeps afar, 

A victim to this dread, this cruel war. 

Let me but fill that darling brother's place, 

And time shall soon thy bitter grief efface. 

Thy father, mother, both' are slumbering here ; 

Where, where the friend who'll ever be so near 

0J3 1 might be wouldst thou the sanction give 

That this fond heart for thee shouldst hencefortn live? 

A widow's son, I started in this war 

With musket on my shoulder. Now three stars 

Attest my rank— I speak it not in pride ; 

But I'll sustain thee dearest ! By my side 

Thou need'st fear naught that earthly care can bring. 

My love shall soothe thy heart's deep suffering ; 

Shall heal the wounds thy many woes have given, 

And cheer thy way from earth to yon bright Heaven . 

If thou wilt wed me I will swear to thee 

Henceforth a lover kind and true to be. 

I'll bear thee to my distant Western home. 

Where war, nor sorrow, nor disease shall come 

To blight my floweret, till the storms of war 

Have ceased their fury here and passed afar. 

Then back unto thy childhood's sunny home, 

If thou desire it, we will gladly come. 

I'm all alone save a fond mother's love ; 

My father, sisters, brother, all above 

Have journeyed, leaving me to find on earth 

Some life-long friend of truest, purest worth. 
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Wilt thou not be my spirit's precious love ? 
Wilt thou not seek with me a home above ? " 

It was a trying moment. There he stood 

With form and feature like unto a god. 

His silken locks uplifted from a brow 

Which broad and high attests his spirit's vow 

His soul-lit eyes all radiant with the glow 

Of the deep love which thrilled his being so. 

His beardless chin 9 Apollo's in its grace, 

Gave youthful look unto his manly face. 

His valiant arms now folded on his breast 

As though himself would soothe his heart to rest 

His words so like her brother Henry's were, 

When last on this same spot he gave her cheer. 

Surely no heart could offer more than this. 

He pictured forth a life of earthly bliss 

Compared to all the woes she late had known — 

Was not his Jieart sufficient for Tier own? 

Here sorrow, trial, and deep loneliness : 

There love, peace, plenty, purest happiness. 

Then as she gazed upon his noble form 

Her heart gained strength to battle with the storm. 

Could .she not learn of him to prize the truth, 

E'en though it cost the love of spotless youth ? 

A soul like his would scorn to wed a love 

That prized not him all other ones above, 

For truth and honor were the watch-words bright 
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Which o'er his nature sheds such -radiant light. 

" I much respect thy eandor. I believe 

No womalife heart thou'ldst willingly deceive. 

And I can trust the man, admire him too, 

Who to unsullied honor e'er is true. 

Who would not stoop to treachery's dark sin 

The brightest earthly boon to ignobly win. 

It matters little where thy place of birth, 

So thou hast honest merit, manly worth. 

I love my country with a deathless love. 

I'd rather die than e'er unfaithful prove 

To the bright liand which gave me being. Yet 

I cannot all the world beside forget. 

Though foemen's hand has strewn this sunny land 

With every sorrow known to hostile band, 

I can believe there are some who truly grieve 

That thus the hearts of others they bereave. 

I cannot lose my faith in human kind. 

'Tis all that to the world my soul doth bind. 

And had I known thee ere this cruel war ; 

Hadst never come from foemen's ranks afar, 

I might have loved a being like to thee, 

With every thought and impulse proud and free — 

But fate has barred such love for thee and me." 

His eye grew brighter 'neath hex kindly words, 
And deeper feelings then his bosom stirred. 
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He'd loved her well. But now he loves her more. 
A tender smile illumed his features o'er : 
"And is this all that thou canst say to cheer 
A heart to which thou now art far more dear 
Than e'er before ? Wilt cast my love away 
Because in Northern clime I first saw day? 
Is it not enough my faithfulness to prove 
That in that distant land I ne'er did love ? 
Yea ! Fate hath led me with mysterious hand 
To find that precious boon in this fair land. 
And it shall be in peaceful years to come, 
If thou desire it, my adopted home. 
This strong right arm shall carve a way to fame, 
That thou mayst bear a widely-honored name." 

" It cannot be. My heart desires not fame. 
I'd have it lit by fond affection's flame. 
If I were thine I might desire to see 
Thy name linked with thy country's history, 
Not for my own, but for thy merit's sake. 
The pealing trump of fame can never wake 
In woman's bosom half that happy glow 
As love which guards and cherishes her so. 
As thou hast truthful been, I too may be 
As candid in my statements now to thee. 
Long years ago, ere foemen's tramp was heard, 
I listed to such loving^ manly words 
From one whose form I ne'er again shall see — 
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His blood a barrier flows between thee and me. 
Oh ! he was brave as bravest e'er can be ! 
In Northern clime he first the light did see. 
And* for my home, his own adopted land, 
He gladly joined the patriotic band 
That went forth joyously the foe to meet ; '■ 

Em hope — my love/ Reward--a wmdi^-sheet t 
Though thou art brave as man may ever'be 1 ; 
Though thou art good as e'er mine eyes shall see, 
Though Truth and Honor gild thy escutcheon bright 
Though bathed thy soul in love's most radiant light, 
Though friends and foes acknowledge thou art great 
And future fame upon thy name doth wait ; 
Though thou art worthy of a love most true, 
I pray thee not to me thy vows renew ! 
Respect, regard, I honor to thee give — 
But true to Edgar's love I e'er shall live." 

" This war had long been o'er, thy love ones home 
Had but the Southern women bid them come. 
For manhood doth not follow long the path 
Which not their prayers nor commendation hath. 
Hadst thou persuaded thy young lover break 
The ties of army-life for thy dear sake, 
He had been lord of a bright household here 
Where now thy heart is all so lone and drear. 
Had but thy country-women called from war 
Their loved ones suffering in the cause afar, 



76 CORNELIA. 

Sweet Peace had blessed this sunny, Southern Land, 

And Edgar long ago had claimed thy hand, 

We win on fields of battle every day, 

With well-trained hosts we carry dread dismay 

Unto thy country's bands. Yet when we come 

To claim respect within the Southron's home, 

His wife, his children, all disdain to see 

Those who they say would crush their Liberty. 

And their abhorrence doth the war prolong 

More than the opposing might of manhood strong." 

" And this is as it should be. Couldst thou love 
The mother, sister who could faithless prove 
To thy deep trust in time of greatest need? 
Who would not follow in thy manhood's lead r 
We would disdain, we Southern women here 
To e'er withdraw our spirits' fondest cheer 
From those who for our sakes the war-tide stem ; 
With fondest prayers we e'er shall follow them. 
'Tis women's province in this world below 
To cheer man'a path wherever he may go. 
And we the women of this sunny Land 
Shall ever by its heroes faithful stand. 
Whether right or wrong we scarcely wait to inquire ; 
They are our loved ones, hence our spirits' fire. 
We ne'er have claimed the right to legislate ; 
To them we leave the duties grand of State, 
Content to find our own within the sphere 
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Of home and love. While those we hold most dear 

Must amide with manhood's spirit strong and free, 

Our own and our dear country's destiny. 

'Tis our's alone to * labor and to wait,' 

"Till time shall solve the problem of our fate, 

Though Edgar's slain, his cause is dear to me 

As when he first did strike for liberty." 

" Thou hast truly loved, Cornelia ! Thou dost know 
All of that joy which erst hath blessed me so. 
Oh ! cruel fate, thy own love slain hath been ! 
Oh ! cruel fate, thy form I e'er have seen ! 
I can forgive thee all the bitter pain 
This love hath cost me, given all in vain, 
Since thou hast known to drink the bitter cup 
Of love bereft. Hast learned to gather up 
The broken threads affection ne'er may weave 
In tenderest links again ! To silent grieve, 
As though no love had ever been thine own, 
As though no blight thy heart had ever known. 
I love thee for thy candor. Love thee more 
For faithfulness to vows thou hast pledged before. 
I e'er shall love thee, dearest!. E'er shall weep, 
A.s memory of this love my heart shall keep, 
We had not met in all the former years> 
Ere thou haojst known such sorrow's bitter tears ; 
Ere thou hadst seen thy gallant lover, who 
From thy young heart such fond affection drew. 
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I wonder not he battled for thy home ! 

I almost wish he back again could come 

To crown thy precious life with love's sweet flowers. 

Although my own shall know but sorrow's hours. 

The wreath of fame may rest upon my brow. 

My country may reward my spirit's vow, 

To'stand beside her in her every need. 

Yet, shouldst thou e'er my name in future read ; 

As one far famous, know I'd give it all, 

Jf but my own thy love I e'er could call. 

Know that 'mid all the pomp and pride pf life 

My spirit e'<er shall kn'ow this bitter strife : 

To love unloved. And that in secret prayer • 

My heart shall consecrate its idol there. 

Shall ever burn with fondest, truest love 

For one who could to love so faithful prove. 

And now, farewell ! I cannot longer stay 

'Mid scenes wnieh move my soul like this to-day — 

Remembrance kind is all I now may crave ; 

I ask this boon beside thy mother's grave." 



" I will remember all thy noble worth.. 

I pray that yet the fondest love of earth 

May bless thy. lonely pathway." Then she took 

The hand he protfered with a melting look, 

And pressure warm, as though his heart would wake 

One word that breathed of love ere it should break. 

And thus they parted. Both to ever keep 
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Remembrance of a love so fond and deep ; 
And sometimes o'er that useless' love to weep. 
The morrow dawned. His place another filled, 
In the heart's mysteries too deeply skilled 
To trust his own where she must e'er abide— 
He's tossed afar on war's more furious tide. 

CHAPTER XII. — THE EXCHANGE. 

The summer days have come again. And now 

" The wrinkles grow more smooth on war's stem brow." 

In kindlier mood he now doth deign to hear 

The voice of supplication far and near, 

Which begs their loved ones may again be given 

Back to their homes, ere life itself be riven. 

Oh ! welcome sound ! the prison-doors are oged, 

And they who on the field of battle coped 

Most bravely 'mid the dead and dying there, 

Again may breathe God's free and gracious air ! 

Some with a form their friends had scarcely known, 

Or recognized as being still their own. 

Some with the life-light in their sunken eyes, 

As- though they soon would seek the sunny skies. 

Some stooped as though an age of deep despair 

Had, passing o'er them, left its signet there. 

Some with no hope their kindred e'er to see. 

Some wandering back in fitful memory, 

Attest most plainly all the wrong that's done 
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In shutting out from life those captive ones, 
While some return with proud and happy mien. 
They to their Country's cause have martyrs been ; 
Nor deigned to let their captors find the way 
To fill their hearts with aught of dread dismay. 
'Tis vain to tell them hope is surely lost, 
'Tis useless that again they be war-tost, 
In vain to persuade them ne'er again to try 
The uneven strife — they'll gladly " do or die." 

Among that number Edgar's form is seen, 
With hastened soul and quiet, sober mien. 
He still believes Ms Country will be free, 
He longs again his much-loved home to see ; 
To hasten to his dear Cornelia's side, 
And know that no rude harm doth her betide. 
But all are needed in the coming storm, 
His leader calls for every valiant form. 
They who are recreant now may weep to see 
Forever lost their Country's liberty ! 
And he must wait as patriot ones will do 
'Till victory gives short respite to a lew. 

It chanced the armies lay so it would be 

An easy task in foemen's lines to see, 

If but some soldier reckless of his life 

As spy should enter — and thus turn the strife. 

It was proposed around the council fires, 
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What soul such love of country now inspires 
That it would risk Hie fate of spy to see 
What arrangement of our forces best would be? 
Now Edgar grows indignant. None are found 
Who willingly would trespass on their ground 
In this dread task, Tb&y fear tfeeir bitter fate, 
Should luck refuse that they should e'er relate 
To friends in camp the coveted success. 
" I'll go ! " cries Edgar. " I -have none to bless 
Me with their prayers; and none my fate to mourn 
If I am captured, and should ne'er return." 

The sunrise hour finds him within their camp. 

With hair all matted on his forehead damp, 

And ragged garb, he seeks the General, 

And begs him now a new recruit install.. 

That he had come from out the * Rebel lines " 

To join the cause for which his spirit pines ; 

To gladly help him gain the coming day, 

And end the war by driving them away. 

" He's tired from last nights weary tramp. For when 

They found he'd gone to ne'er return again, 

Two horsemen followed on his flying track, 

Who sought that they might quickly bear him back. 

Half-fed he's been for all the week that's past ; 

He's glad to see one plenteous meal at last !" 

The General, pleased with seeming artless mien, 

No care did take his well-laid plans to screen 
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From his attentive- ear; He loitered 'round 
Like one who some : great febod- has lately found, 
Mute satisfaction beaming in his eye '•■ 
At all the plenty he did there- descry ; 
Seemed careless of *he cottytfrse Jhe' did hear — 
Yet notine word escajped-Ws listening ear. 

It chanced that wften* tbdse officers had told 

The plans bjr.»*Mch'' their strongest points they'd hold 

In coming battte;ini asocial way 

They spoke ic$: news •pe^tairiinjg'to the day. 

" I wonder what the General's doing now ? 

It may rbet he is, payjflg love's soft vow, 

To some. fair ^ Southiei^gii^. .I've heard him say 

They were the loveJies.t thfit the light of day • . » 

E'er shown upon. And now he's stationed where • 

They're said {to be mptfe elegantly fair ; 

Than usual 'in thjat sections • He .must be 

At his *wit's: ends' to. avoM captivity." : 

V I heard from. Jiini, n^t long, agp^ They say . 
He has, or will,, ^,t .some, qoV$isJiapt,d*jr > , , 
Lead to tjxe altaj. one . a^ fair .a^d, .bright: .,.,.. 
4s ,ev,er gla^ddeijed ni^nfrpp, d's thirsting sight. 
A maid as radiant; as j(h$£ veiling sky; 
With lily brow and me^ltjj^g soft blue, eye ; 
With h^an as, warm and artless. as a child. 
And that ,he loves her with devotion wild. 
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He wooed her long before she would consent- 
Said with another's her young life was blent \ 
And he had gone to war. That she would wait. 
For his loved coming howsoever latev • 
He loved her'mqre to see her trusting fajth, 
Declared he'd be her suitor until death. r 
At length, convinced his heart was warm and true, 
She pledged her word. My friend the inference drew 
That ere this hour he's claimed her as his bride." 

" Has she no fortune her good looks beside? " 

•••■,, - . - • 

' - . ■ > . 

" She's interested in a large estate, ...»«.: 

But for that claim thou knowest he'd -never wait; - 

He has abundance in his Western home. _,_■-■ 

I doubt if he now ever more will corns .,.,.,• . / 

Into the service. He would scorn to wop • 

A maiden for the dowry that .she drew,'' • 

" What is her name ? . I thought his letter spoke . - 
Of * feelings that a blue-eyed angel -woke'., 
Like one whose, heart with deepest ,love,was stirred, 
And told its fullness in each jesting word.". . 

" Cornelia Hermon, . She's an orphan girl; 
Her brother saw our banners bright unfurl 
On Eastern field. But ere the close of day . 
Mortally wounded he was borne away." 
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It was enough ! And had they noticed then 

They must have seen the sadden took of pain 

That shot across his features. All in valft 

To wrestle now with fame and fortutoe ! He 

Must live befeoeforth ifc lonely misery. 

Since she he loved, whom he bad deemed so true, 

Love lor her country's enemy now knew, 

Why Was he spa*ed the battle's doadliest doom ? 

Why had he escaped a lonely prison-tomb ? 

Was it to meet such anguish he had come 

Risking his life to battle for ner home ? 

Could she not wait 'till war's dark days were o'er ? 

Could she not tell him not to love her more, 

Thus sparing him thus suddenly to find 

That knowledge which must almost craze his mind ? 

And then as memory re-assumed her powers, 

And pictured fell tfee bright and happy hours 

Of their loved converse, how could he believe 

Such guileless heart as hers could e'er deceive ? 

It cannot be ! And yet the news comes straight. 

Did she not at tfoeir parting bid him wait 

Until the waT was o'er ere she would give 

Her pledge through life henceforth for him to live V 

Such thought then never crossedhismind that they, 

Her country's foes, could ever force their way 

He knew to waste, destroy, and burn they came, 

Unto her dwelling. He had never thought 

Of every woe with which their march was fraught. 
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But deemed not they could light affection's lame 
In hearts that loved their country. Could she dwell 
With one against whose ranks her brother fell ? 
Could she forget her kindred and her home 
Henceforth through this wide world with him to roam? 
And who was he ? Did foemen's ranks afford 
A man who'd won encomiums so load 
As he had heard of this her chosen chief ? 
Could she believe it on acquaintance brief ? 
He must possess a spirit nobly free 
Could she consent his chosen one to be ? 
With careless mien he sauntered thence about, 
Waiting a chance to safely hasten out. 
His Country now is all that he can serve; 
And from its interests grand he'll never swerve. 
His Country's honor all that now is left 
To soothe^a heart of its best joys bereft. 

'Twas midnight hour ere he regained the place 

Whence he had started on his arduous race. 

And ere the morn their plans were all revealed 

To his brave leader, who himself concealed 

From every mortal's ears save two or three, 

Whom he well knew, what his own course would be. 

And when the sun arose young Edgar's form 

The gladdest seemed to meet the coming storm. 

His comrades saw the look of anguish there ; 

But dreamed not of his spirit's torturing care. . 
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They thought fatigue and last night's perils gave 
Its livid hue unto his countenance brave. 
And deemed 'his heart was mourning o'er the fate 
Which had befallen his beloved State ; 
And that revenge, the sorrowing soldier's hope 
Now urged him madly with the foe to cope. 
He battled with wild anguish in his heart. 
And oft-times too the bitter tear would start 
As comrades falling by his side would pray 
Him bear fond words to loved ones far away. 
Should he too fall what ear would ever crave 
His heart's last message ere he found a grave ? 
Was she not happy in her new-found home, 
Where war with all its sorrows ne'er might come, 

All day they struggled, those two armies vast, 

Ere fortune deigned the turning dice to cast. 

The foemen's best-drilled troops have been surprised 

Mowed down by batteries all so well disguised 

They could not think how foemen eyer dare 

To risk contention with such weakness there. 

While ever through the day some well-laid scheme 

Proves useless as a visionary dream ; 

'Till one by one their strongholds all are lost — 

Then for awhile in maddest fury tossed, 

They grasp their swords — each arm its duty does, 

And mingled in vast heaps lie friends and foes ! 

Upon that plain there speeds a fiery steed, 
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With rider brave as war doth ever need, 

Whose voice is heard amid the raging strife, 

Urging each soldier dearly sell his life. 

His arm uplifted deals most deadly blow— 

From foemen'8 forms the red life-currents flow — 

Brit now his own repays those foemen's blood ! 

For he who erst a moment proudly stood 

His country's champion, McPherson brave, . t 

Sinks from his horse, and finds a bloody grave ! 

" Bear him away ! " now Edgar loudly cries 

Unto his comrades, " See ! he bravely dies ! " 

His hand disdains to deal the deadly blow 

To those who gather 'round his fallen foe, 

And quickly turning 'mid the carnage there 

He .chills full many a heart with death's despair ; 

'Till evening's hour proclaims the day is won, 

And battle's bloody duty well is done.. 

"Who longs for home? The bravest of our men 
Shall see their homes ; then hasten back again." 

" Then Edgar sure must be the first to go, 

Since yesterday he wildly battled so ! " 

A dozen voices cry. 

" I give him leave 

Of absence 'till the war-tide next shall heave, 

I then shall need his trusty blade and arm. 

Till then from foemen's Tanks we fear no harm, 



», 
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For they are worn and wearied by the fight 
Which closed to their dismay or jrester-night." 

Then Edgar, with a grateful, beaming eye, 

Came forth hfc much loved chieftain to descry. 

" Sire ! I'm alone in this bright, sunny land, 

My kindred ooea are all a Northern band. 

I have a homey 'tift true, whence memories deep» 

Come thronging back upon my soul to keep 

Fond vigils e*e?. But Tve no loved one there, 

Whose spirit now is speeding fervent prayer 

To yon bright Heaven that I quickly come 

To gladden once again my waiting home. 

And it would pain my very soul to see 

All the deep woe that waiting there may be. 

Its shrines despoiled, its fertile fields a waste. 

Its weeping citizens now sadly taste 

The bitter cup which I would fain forego, 

To shun whose dregs I gladly battle so. 

But there are those in watting here to-day, 

Whose arms were valiant in the last great fray, 

Whose wives and little ones are sadly lone, 

Because their best-beloved to war. are gone. 

Whose hearts would leap with joy to know this day 

Brought them thy leave to start upon their way. 

To one of these I pray thee give the meed 

Of which my lonely heart hath now no need. 

I'm wedded to my country. While her doom 
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Is doubtful, or while I escape the tomb, 
My only wish to follow in thy lead, 
My one desire to give her in her need 
All that I have — a heart that longs for life 
Only to battle in that Country's strife." 

; 
i 

He gazed upon that youthful speaker's face, 

As though some light divine he there might trace. 

That grey-haired Chieftain, who had borne the stoma 

Of time and war, beheld in that proud form 

A man himself might reverence, because 

Of his obedience to high honor's laws. 

A soul whose bearing in the cause of Bight 

Full well might gratify an angel's sight ! 

If he, so far from all his kindred band 

Could battle thus for an adopted land, 

What might not he and all his followers do 

Whose loved ones dwell within its boundaries too ? 

Whose homes are blest by fond affection's ties, 

To link their natures more unto the skies ; 

And whose dear lives are guarded by the prayer 

Of those who wait their welcome coming there. 

• 

" Young friend, I here promote thee ! Thou shalt be 

One of a faithful body-guard to me. 

For I would listen to thy manly tone 

At evening's hour, when duty has been done. 

Thy heart as mine would gladly thrill to see 
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Established well our Country's liberty." 

Within his tent that night while Edgar lay, 

Dreaming of home and scenes now far away, 

He saw an angel with a flowery wreath 

Which on his brow she smiling did bequeath* 

While his aged Chieftain, standing by her side 

Called him the Nation's jewel and her pride. 

And as they stood, the trio, on that ground, 

Another form in vestments white is found 

A few steps farther on. And then the sprite, 

Who erst had crowned him with the wreath so bright, 

Stood now beside him. As the other said 

Words slow and soft, she gently bowed her head. 

Their hands are clasped. The Chieftain's voice is*heard 

Responding to the sweetly solemn words 

The other uttered, as he prayed that God 

Would bless the pair that now before Him stood. 

He joyous turns to view his angel bride — 

And lo ! Cornelia's standing by his side ! 

" Oh G-od ! And is she gone, the one I prize ? 
Shall never look again into those eyes, 
And there behold the depths of living truth, 
Whose vows so blessed my loving, lonely youth ? 
Is she now gone unto that happy land ! 
Where angels in bright glory ever stand ! 
And shall I meet fter gentle presence sweet 
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When I too pass this life so frail, and fleet ! " 

CHAPTBB XIII. — THE DEPABTURE, 

A gloom pervades the household. For to-day 

Cornelia starts upon an untried way 

The fortune which her dying father left, 

The foe have wasted. They are now bereft 

Of life's plain comforts. Oft her heart doth ache, 

Reflecting on the course she now must take. 

For well she knows the mother ne'er will give 

Consent that by her labor they should live. 

Yet firm in her resolve, no words can shake 

The purpose which she plans ibr duty's sake. 

And now the day has come. An autumn day, 

Which is to see her journeying far away. 

And as the sun arises fresh and bright 

She bids farewell unto her homestead's site. 

The world is large ; and woman's hand can earn 

The bread she eats. Her breast may fondly burn 

With every thought that's known to gentle heart, 

And yet she bear in busy life a part. 

In prosperous days from out the world's broad gaze 

She doth prefer to follow duty's ways. 

But when the tramp of war doth loudly stamp 

She proves a heroine in life's great camp. 

The car is moving on ! To distant home, 

Whither her eldest brother bids her come, 
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Within the " Old Dominion," where fond hearts 
Of kindred dwell, and Lee's brave army parts 
Their hearth-stones from the foe, she speeds away. 
The mother, as a parent, bids her stay. 
And for the first time she must disobey. 
For is it not enough for her to find 
Subsistence lor the brood still left behind ? 
And shall not she 'mongst friendly ones begin l 
Some aid for them herself to gladly win ? 
Deep sorrow broods within the once proud home 
To which her footsteps ne'er again may come, 
And childhood's tears are hallowing the spot 
Which by her heart can never be forgot. 
She leaves the graves for which her bosom heaves. 
And oft while journeying on her spirit giieves, 
That their cold clay now lies so far away, 
Where she yet hopes to see a happier day. 

At length she reaches the appointed place, 
And save one only, no familiar face 
Is there to greet her. He, with brother's love, 
Now bids her all her noblest worth to prove, 
While he is tending sick and wounded men, 
That to the ranks they may return again. 
Her heart fond labor near most gladly finds, 
Instructing, guiding the young tender minds 
Of gladsome children, who shall live to be 
Worthy of her, and of their liberty. 
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And now another life begins to dawn 

Upon a heart which erst had been forlorn ; 

The sorrows of the past too, slowly fade 

Beneath the plans which duty's call had laid; 

While childhood's love in all its purest worth 

To love responsive quickly giveth birth. 

She ne'er had known in days of former wealth 

How labor is conducive unto health. 

She ne'er had known how blest it is to give 

To those beloved the means by which to live, 

Had never known the holy joy which springs 

In truest hearts from deepest sufferings. 

Her life once passed like some bright summer's day 

Which only knows the sunshine's beauteous ray. 

But hallowed now by sad affliction's storm, 

It glad, beholds the rainbow's welcome form, 

Which linked to earth doth yet reach unto Heaven— 

And to her heart a precious peace is given. 

Sometimes come tidings from her childhood's home, 

Hoping ere long she there again may come ; 

With words of kindly comfort that the foe 

Hath ceased such deadly hatred now to know ; 

They did not tell her 'twas because they thought 

The cause was lost for which their loved ones fought. 

But strove to find some cheering words to say 

To her who now pursued her lonely way 

So far from childhood's scenes. Sometimes the flame 
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Of war aroused afresh, would gild the name 

Of some young knight before unknown to fame. 

And then the thoughts of " long ago " would start 

In all their freshness from her bleeding heart, 

As memory told her of that hearts's best love, 

Of his fond wish ere he began to rove 

'Mid scenes of war: How he would strive to win 

Such honor 'mid the battle's deadly din 

That he, her father, could ho more refuse 

To bless the love which her young heart did chose. 

Then while she wept would come the sorrowing though 

Of him whose life like hers nad been so fraught 

With love's bright radiance, find with its deep woe — 

The thought of foeinen's chief who loved her so — 

He too, perhaps, was slain. The wreath of fame 

May not protect the proudest earthly name. 

Ail, all must battle. And each one may die 

Before the next day's sunshine draweth nigh. 

True Rufus lives — but what is life to him ? 

Her all of earthly hope must now grow dim ; 

Since wounded, almost dying, in the fray 

He falls 'mongst foes — by them is borne away. 

CHAPTER XIV. — THE PRISONER. 

" Bring him here, Sergeant ! for he bravely fell, 
And I would see that he is cared for well." 
Within a spacious tent, the General's own, 
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Where every comfort that to war is known 

Displayed a home-like look, young Rufus lay. 

He nobly fought and fell on yesterday. 

And he who proudly led the opposing line 

Saw truest valor in his countenance shine. 

While as he fell, and swooning lay awhile, 

Then oped his eyes with an expression wild, 

u Mother ! Cornelia ! Home 1 " he gasped in pain. 

"And has her other brother now been slain ? 

Oh God ! How now might I have soothed her heart 

Had she but bid my own's deep gloom depart ! 

He's cold as clay I But well-tried skill may bring 

Life's warmth again to one so suffering." 

All night he watched beside that youthful form, 
Ere consciousness returned at break of dawn ; 
All night he waked and pondered o'er that love 
Which e'er had had such power his heart to move ; 
All night the struggle wild within his breast, 
Which roused his soul and would not let it rest. 
Must he for love his principles forego ? 
Must he desert the cause he cherished so ? 
Would she not love him if he'd cease to lead 
The hosts which bade her suffering country bleed ? 
Could he not wake again the love she bore 
For Edgar, and it blossom as before ? 
She told him that she " honor " to him gave — 
Might he not hope a brighter boon to hamf 
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For only love that's founded on " respect " 
Is that which lasts through life and time he recked. 
Little he dreamed a few miles intervene 
Only Cornelia and himself between ! 
Little he thought that very moment found 
Her praying for her brother near that ground ! 
Little that all the kindness he had given 
Her prayers' response was from the courts of Heaven ! 
" It cannot be. She honored me because 
She deemed me true to honor's highest laws; 
And she could never love the man who'd place 
His love before his honor ; who'd disgrace 
His manhood's worth, which she could only prize 
While 'twas unsullied — otherwise despise." 
Ajid while these thoughts are chasing through his breast, 
The wounded soldier's sinking slow to rest 
In vain his care. In vain the surgeon's skill ; 
Death's shadows close around him surely still. 
But for one moment cheering symptoms come ; 
And then he softly murmurs of his home. 
Of " Father's blessing," " Mother's darling boy," 
Of " childhood's scenes " so fraught with every joy- 
Then to the battle his brave spirit roams : 
" See, Henry, there ! The foe in grandeur comes ! 
To-day we strike for liberty and home — 
On, comrades, on ! for now they quickly come ! " 
He lowly stoops to catch the next faint breath ; 
That form is still — he's now alone with death. 
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He bows before that youthful foeman's form 

As though himself were wrestling- with the storm 

Which soon must sweep her sorrow-stricken heart 

" Oh ! could I bid its bitterness depart, 

I too would willingly now sleep beside 

Her brother's form, his mother's darling pride ! 

I too would find the soldier's welcome rest, 

And soothed fore'er would be this troubled breast" 

He rose again ; deep sorrow in his eyes. 

They must not see — his men would sure despise 

Such weakness shown ; that he should mourn the foe. 

They little recked the tie which bound them so ! 

He called them in. With accents calm and slow 

Gave orders that they dress with Kindly care 

The youthful hero, peaceful sleeper there. 

Then mounts his steed with holiest intent, 

And to his chieftain hasty footsteps bent 

" Sire, I would as& a friendly boon of thee ! 

Death soon this morning set one prisoner free. 

He's young in years, a widow's eldest son, 

And duty on the field has bravely done. 

I would his body lay in metal case, 

And through our lines send to his dwelling-place. 

'Tis far below, on distant Southern shore, 

And they have mourned a soldier lost before. 

They all were kind to me when stationed there, 

And I would prove my worthiness to share 

Still their regard. I will expenses bear 
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Upon the corpse until 'tis carried where 

Their lines meet ours — whence it can be conveyed 

Down South, and by his sleeping kindred laid." 

" I grant thy wish. For thou, my chosen brave, 
Naught but a noble purpose e'er -dost have." 

He conies again to find him neatly dressed. 

He places one wild flower upon the breast 

Of youthful slumberer ; while the soldiers stand, 

One. with an open letter in his hand. 

And look upon the scene witnmute surprise, 

Then Jie who held the letter wiped his eyes, 

And gave it him : " We found it On his breast. 

When thou hast read thou'lt understand the rest." 

When they were gone he, scans- its contents o'er, . 

And now his heart grows fuller than before. = . 

" My brother I would have thee bravely fight. 4 

Thou art engaged in cause of truth and right. .. 

While they contend, I'd have thee seal the doom 

Of many a foeman in the silent' tomb. 

But should they fall sad prisoners. in. thy hand, 

By all the love thou bearest thy native land, 

I pray thee kind and manly e'er to be 

Towards those who their; own loved ones may not see. 

Remember all the love we bear for thee, * 

And cheer, if canst, their lone captivity. 

Let no insulting word to fallen foe 
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Escape the lips of him we cherish so ; 

And should Alonzo fall a victim there, 

I pray thee listen to his spirit's prayer. 

He oft essayed our interests to save, 

Forbade the pillage of our father's grave, 

Restored the plunder, straggling soldiers took, 

And ne'er bright honor's principles forsook." 

" What can it mean ? The letter's post-marked near. 

Perhaps 'twill give her grateful spirit cheer 

To known my hand restores his precious form, 

Though lost its jewel 'mid the battle's storm." 

Then is dispatched the body through the lines. 

A snowy wreath the replaced sheet entwines. 

On one line more its fragrance sweet is shed : 

" Aloneo's faithful heart restores thy gallant dead." 

" See ! It approaches from the foemen's lines ! 
A flag of truce above the litter shines. 
What can it mean ? We've lost no leading man 
Since the last conflict's bloody work began." 
Full quick along the news now speeds, 
The first to meet them on the coffin reads 
The name of him he knew — then quickly turns 
Whither the bright camp-fires of comrades burn, 
And weeping bitterly as on he sped 
Cries : " Rufus Hermon's coffin — he is dead ! " 
With pale and ghastly look a surgeon hastes 
Whither all eyes their mournful glances cast, 
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And oh ! too true ! His General now proclaims 

The soldier right — 'tis his dear Rufus' name ! 

" Bring him in here — my brother, why should I 

Have lived to see another loved one die ? 

Oh ! why should death have claimed thee as his own 

While I am left thy bitter fate to mourn r " 

Within the hospital's now crowded wall 

They bear their precious burden. In the hall, 

Where wounded soldiers' groans do loud resound 

'Tis placed. And while his comrades gather 'round 

To take a farewell look of him they love, 

A band of cavalry are bid to rove 

Within the country, that they safely bring 

Cornelia to the scene of suffering. 

All night they sped. When next morn's sun arose 

They told hei of her heart's augmented woes, 

And bade her haste to soothe her brother's form, 

Lest he too sink beneath griefs bitter storm. 

And now they speed, reaching at sunset's hour 

The place where blackest war-clouds darkly lower, 

And death still holds his undivided power. 

She scarce can stand. With muffled tread they gain 

The hall of death, of sorrow, and of pain ; 

When, with a shriek which reaches unto Heaven, 

Into his outstretched arms her form is given. 

And now the crowd disperse. For they would weep 

Alone above their youthful brother's sleep. 
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As night advances, and the groans grow still 
A deeper grief their stricken hearts doth fill. 
And they would look again on that loved form 
Which ne'er again shall meet the battle's storm. 
Would clasp again the valiant, youthful hand 
No more to strike for his dear native land. 
The lid's removed. His features calm repose 
Like one who ne'er had tasted of life's woes. 
His brow is smooth and fair as erst before, 
When his first martial suit he proudly wore. 
She presses fondest kisses on that face, 
Then clasps his hands in tenderest embrace. 
The foeman's flowers exhale their sweet perfumt — 
Her letter's drawn forth from a living tomb ; 
And there with God — her brother— and with death 
She learns whose care to them did him bequeath ! 
He'd known Alonzo in the sorrowing past 
As one whose soul in noble mould was cast; 
Little he dreamed hirheart had e'er been given 
To one whom now it prized next unto Heaven. 

With martial honors it was laid away. 
That young and valiant hero's slumbering clay, 
Within the vault where Henry's form had lain 
So long a time. Two youthful brothers slain ! 
Two martyrs more to liberty's great cause, 
Two champions less in freedom's holy wars. 
United in their lives, in death they sleep 
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To their dear loved ones waiting them afar. 
Each hearj, grows fuller as they nearer come 
Unto the scenes which hallow childhood's home. 
He with the fondest love for youthful wife, 
Who in his absence mourned her lonely life. 
She for the mother in whose faithful arms 
She oft had lain secure from earthly harm. 
Both for the children who had ceased their play 
At mention that they would return to-day; 
And for "Aunt Lucy," faithful to the last, 
Who oft had soothed their hearts in sorrows past. 
There is no cup which hath not some alloy, 
Some pain is mingled with all earthly joy. 
Thus those two coffins on their silent way 
Brought saddest gloom unto their hearts to-day, 
For all shall weep when in their native land 
A sadly broken household still they stand. 

CHAPTER XV. — THE SURRENDER. 

Within a thick and densely shaded wood 

A Chieftain brave and gallant comrades stood. 

Twelve hours or more had dragged their weary length 

Since they had tried the foemen's deadly strength. 

And one from out our daring Southern band, 

A hero in this bright and sunny land, 

Had now essayed those valiant ranks to find 

Who vainly fight for freedom, for mankind. 
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A wild report, 'tis true, has swept the ground : 
The foemen's lines do now encompass 'round 
The valiant troops which that great Chieftain led, 
Whose name such dread dismay had ever spread 
'Mongst foemen's ranks since first this " cruel war " 
Had called their legions from their homes afar. 
Lee's veteran braves, o'erwhelmed within the fight, 
Had now succumbed to numbers and to might ; 
Still Johnson's men the foe do proudly face, 
And hold the " Government " in their embrace. 
He comes on foaming steed, that brave young knight, 
To tell of sure defeat if they should fight : 
" "Tis over now ! We could not long sustain 
The unequal contest. And we strive in vain ! 
Ton sun that gilds so bright the vernal sky 
Shall rise no more before the end draws nigh. 
How can it be, the cause for which we've fought, 
In which e'en liberty had been dear-bought, 
To which fond hearts, bright homes have all been given, 
Is lost? How canst permit it, gracious Heaven ? " 

A council quick is held. Young Edgar's mien 
Grows sadder now than e'er before 'twas seen. 
His country lost, oh ! what to him is left 
To soothe a heart of every joy bereft? 
The Chieftain rose ; deep sorrow in his eye. 
He scarce can see those faithful followers nigh : 
" Brave men ! Ye've borne the burden of this war 
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More like to beings from some sphere afar 

Than mortal ones 1 No danger nor distress 

"Was ever known to make your courage less. 

With faith sublime ye've followed where I led 

E'en though it should be o'er your own kindred dead 

With home3 despoiled within the foemen's grasp, 

Ye've looked not back ! But fondly still did clasp 

rhe one bright hope which heavenly lustre shed : 

To final victory ye would stiU be led/ 

The world again shall never, never see 

Such courage grancf, devotion warm and free 

As that which ye have willing given me ! 

Historic page shall dwell upon your deeds 

With admiration which to rapture leads'; 

And earth in coming years shall own the powei 

Of love heroic in this midnight hour ! 

My heart is broken by the news to-day. 

I cannot in this world much longer stay. 

My silver locks are blossoming for the tomb. 

My spirit feels foreboding funeral gloom. 

But ye are youthful still as well as brave ; 

I pray you now your precious lives to save. 

I'd rather die alone upon this spot, 

By every hero here be quick forgot, 

Than that your loved ones now should sadly wait 

Your coming, linked unto my bitter fate — 

Ye still have time — ye know the country well — 

I beg you speed— with long, with fond farewell !" 
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44 Loved Chieftain ! I will ne'er the cause forsake 
Wich erst did all my holiest feelings wake. 
If thou wilt come I too will speed away, 
Nor for the foeman's wrath here longer stay. 
In soldier's garb, parole within thy hand 
Thou canst traverse in safety all this land. 
Aid when we've crossed the Mississippi's shore, 
With brave South-western bands we'll fight it o'ei 
And Edgar's eye grew brighter with the thought 
They still might gain the boon for which they fought, 

44 Not in disguise would I, thy chosen chief, 
Pursue career so brilliant yet so brief. 
They shall not say with truth I ran away, 
On finding that my braves had lost the day. 
A Nation's choice should never tamely bow 
To bring dishonor on that Nation's brow. 
My bearing in adversity shall prove 
That I am worthy of a Nation's love. 
I'll meet them here — and to their honor trust." 

44 Then Pll remain. Thy fate shall be my own." 

44 Such love devoted sure was never known ! 
With God and thee I can await the hour 
Which sees me fall into the foemen's power." 
The morrow dawned. A swift pursuing band 
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Bore from their midst the Chieftain of their land ; 
While he who proved thrice faithful to the last 
Again in loathsome prison-cell is cast. 

The war is o'er. The Northmen all return 

Where welcome lights of home most brightly burn. 

And as old-time swift wheels his chariot on 

Most of the Southern soldiers too are gone 

To wasted homesteads — but to hearts which true, 

Again essay life's battle to renew ; 

Again would build for love a happy home, 

Where war with all its blight may never come. 

Still Edgar pines in lonely prison-cell, 

While life is left would do his duty well. 

Will not accept the offer of his foe, 

Without his Chief he homeward too may go ; 

But there would stay to cheer his lonely life, 

The one brave comrade of his fruitless strife. 

The people 'round about cannot refrain 

To applaud this noble knight who shares the pain 

Of prison-life with him, his quondam chief. 

While some refuse to give it their belief: 

41 It cannot be ! Such friendship's not of earth ! 

Such generous deed of self-denying worth." 

For though the Chief must spend his hours alone, 

Edgar's brave deed to him is surely known. 

It chanced Alonzo on his homeward way 
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Passed near the fortress where the prisoners stay, 

Heard all the rumors that were going 'round 

Of brave young knight upon the neighboring ground ; 

Inquired his name, for " he would gladly see 

The man whose Chieftain bound would not be free. 

For like all valiant soldiers he did love 

To see a fellow -soldier noble prove. 

His rank and standing are sufficient pass 

Into the cell where Edgar's lot is cast. 

With kindly words and gentlemanly mien 

He asks him of the battles he has seen. 

And eyes him closely as he hears him tell 

Some of his history when first he fell 

In battle long ago. " Hast thou no home ? 

Does not some loved one there now bid thee come ? 

Hast thou no wife to whom thy life to give, 

That thus content 'mongst strangers thou canst live ? " 

A shade of anguish passes o'er his brow. 

Ah ! he has touched the tender key-note now ! 

It must be he ; the name and history all 

By which her gallant lover she'd recall. 

For they are graven on his sorrowing heart 

In lines too deep and plain to e'er depart. 

" I am alone in life. I once did love. 

But now I care not to my home to rove. 

I have no home, since she I loved has left 

It foT the foe ; and I am so bereft ! 
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'Twas not enough to rifle me of all 
Of worldly goods I once my own could call. 
One foemah who was nobler than the rest 
Won her I loved unto his gallant breast ; 
And I'm deprived of my heart's last request : 
That when I proved my worthiness to be 
Her favored suitor, she would marry me. 
My own Cornelia ! Grant, oh God ! the boon, 
That I may lay this weary life down soon ! 

" Thy own Cornelia liveth but for thee ! 
She's longing now thy precious form to see ! 
Her faithful heart is weaving now a prayer 
That, if alive thou' It quickly hasten there. 

once did love her with a deathless love! 
I once besought her to my A re to rove 

once would gladly all earth's treasures given 
To win the loveliest maiden under Heaven ! 
And I have daily prayed for strength to live 
Without that love which she can never give. 
With heart thine own, and spirit linked to Heaven, 
Unto no other suitor she hath given 
The right to hope to win her gentle hand, 
She's living lonely in her native land. 
And though thy life now crushes out all hope 
That I again might for that hand e'er cope ; 
By all the love I bear that faithful heart, 

bid thee quickly from this land depart ! 



I 
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My purse is thine — go use it as thine own. 
Henceforth through life no joy to me is known, 
Save that to feel her heart and thine are blest, 
Until my spirit seeks its final rest. 
In yon bright home where only angels rove, 
They marry not — and there we all may love." 

" God bless thee, noble warrior ! Glad I go 
Unto the heart I long have cherished so. 
Thou shalt rewarded be in that bright realm 
Where love unloved shall ne'er the soul o'erwhelm." 

With fond farewells unto his honored chief, 
And heart almost too happy for belief, 
Now Edgar starts upon his homeward way, 
His life's long night to end in glorious day. 
The speeding car itself is all too slow 
To bear him to the one he prizes so. 
And in fond fancy he has oft-times pressed 
His loved Cornelia to his throbbing breast. 
How can he all her patient love repay ? 
How> all his heart's fond dictates e'er obey 
In grateful love unto the spirit given 
Which never lost its faith in him nor Heaven? 
One thought alone a transient shadow throws, 
The thought of him, the noblest of his foes, 
Who, locking in his fond and faithful heart 
Remembrance of his love, must onward start 
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Through life again ; 'mid peaceful scenes to prove 
That he was worthy of such maiden's love. 

CHAPTER XVX. — THE RETURN. 

'Tis sunset's hour. Cornelia in her home 

Dreams not her lover e'er again can come. 

With spirit-prayers his memory has embalmed, 

Her lone heart's fondest cravings somewhat calmed. 

In duties kind to ones beloved still left 

'Tis well to soothe a nature thus bereft. 

She finds in childhood's love so warm and free 

The sweetest balm for her own woes to be. 

And strives to lead them by the love thus given 

To pursue a peaceful way from earth to Heaven. 

" Now sister, come ! We fain would have thee play 

The song thou sang'st so sweetly yesterday. 

We'll take thy harp unto the garden-bower, 

And thou shalt play for us this twilight hour." 

She bore it on, the eldest of the crowd, 

Where the green arbor-vitae limbs are bowed 

In roof o'erhead. While little ones behind 

Each sought a loving sister's clasp to find. 

And hand in hand the trio reach the ground 

Near which her heart has oft such comfort found. 

The song she sings is one of love and war. 

It's plaintive melody hath power to draw 

From out her soul its own deep, sad lament. 



\ 
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With tearful eyes she near the harp is bent, 

And as her touch is lightly o'er it thrown 

Her heart's deep fullness echoes in each tone. 

She does not notice that the evening's shade 

On earth and earthly things is gently laid, 

Her heart is wandering to the •' Long Ago," 

In which such cooling draughts of love still flow, 

" * Tie like the chant of angel-bands afar /" 

She eager looks ! 'Neath moon and evening star, 

Both shining full upon his love-lit face, 

She Edgar sees — and springs to his embrace ! 

"lam repaid a thousand thousand fold, 

In scenes which now my grateful eyes behold, 

For all my sufferings ! Oh God ! I praise 

The love which spared my once unhappy days, 

And here I gladly consecrate to Thee, 

And her the all of life now left to me. 

I know it all, my precious one ! How thou 

Hast kept so fond and true thy youthful vow. 

And death alone shall ever bid thee weep 

That faithful thus that cherished vow didst keep — 

It cannot be — such love — such bliss for me — 

Thrice happy man an hour like this to see ! " 

The children ran their mother quick to tell 

That he had come whom they had known so well, 

And long deemed dead. They recked not that her care, 

And thoughtful love had sent his footsteps there. 

For well she knew those loving hearts would prize 
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This long-wished hour secure from mortal eyes. 

The morning dawned full beautiful and clear 
The eve of which now brings the marriage-cheer. 
A few fond Mends are gathered there to see 
Those rites so full of sweet solemnity. 
Within the arbor where his love he found, 
'Twas Edgar's wish those sacred words should sound, 
Whose solemn import have such power to fill 
The soul with an unutterable thrill ; 
Which shall for life in close affection bind 
Two hearts which each in each its all doth find. 
At the same hour when first he heard her voice, 
Whose welcome tones so bade his heart rejoice, 
The gray-haired bishop, who had service read 
Besides her much-loved father, long since dead, 
Now speeds to Heaven his heart's sincerest prayer 
That God will bless the vows just plighted there. 
Her hand in his shall cling to him through life 
For guidance through its every varied strife. 
His love henceforth her beacon-light shall be 
Upon life's peaceful or tempestuous sea. 
And grant, oh God ! that bark may safely hie 
Unto its haven in yon radiant sky ! ' 

Those two as one may journey on to Thee, 
To live and love through all Eternity ! 



CORNELIA. 115 

CHAPTBB XVH. — ALONZO'S DEATH. 

A year has passed. The city silent grows. 

Again it grapples with relentless foes. 

Not now the cannonading's awful boom 

Comes harbinger of an awaiting tomb. 

But Death and Terror stalk their midnight round, 

For dread Disease hath visited that ground. 

From distant Tropic-Shore it finds its way 

To fill this Southern land with dread dismay. 

He, who in Washington, as father sees 

These States as children, and who fain would please 

The care-worn hearts of all true patriots when 

They would essay the Union's ranks again ; 

Would send a man in war and peace most fair, 

To receive allegiance from the dwellers there. 

Alonzo leaves his distant Western home. 
A thousand prayers from patriots with him come, 
That 'neath his kindly counsel and control 
The States may back to their old places roll, 
While they who wait him in this sunny land 
Proclaim him meet companion of the band, 
Whose faithful efforts for their country's weal 
Shall brightest blessings in the end reveal. 
His States are prospering 'neath his kindly sway, 
The gloom of war begins to pass away ; 
Industry, commerce, manufactures all 
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Proclaim an era new he doth install. 
And he is striving with a faithful heart 
To well perform his great and arduous part. 

"Re whispered round, "The Epidemic's h&re! " 

With none to give his spirit loving cheer, 

He feels that death is surely drawing near. 

For eight long days the fever's heat has raged ; 

For eight long days kind skill hath with it waged. 

But now, alas ! no mortal hand may stay 

The noble life that's fleeting fast away. 

" Is there no hope ? " he sadly, calmly said. 

The kind physician slowly shook his head. # 

" Then I must die all friendless and alone ! 

No cherished one to whom my heart is known 

Is here to bear my spirit's last farewell 

To her who loves her darling boy so well." 

The tear-drops fall upon his burning cheek, 

He cannot long control a voice to speak. 

His great, strong heart is crushed beneath the blow- 

His absent mother ne'er on earth can know 

How in this hour he prized her life-long love, 

And how he longed to find a home above. 

The door is opened. And with quiet tread 
Cornelia, Edgar stand beside his bed. 
A heavenly light gleams from his sunken eye. 
He feels the insatiate monster drawing nigh. 
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And as the attendants leave the room of death 

His dying words to them he doth bequeath : 

" I love you both as angels love their own 

Who chant his praise together 'round the throne ! 

I ne'er had known how fond the heart may be 

Had I not lived to love and cherish thee ! 

Had never known what friendship earth can give 

Had I not told thee that she true did live 

Unto thy love ! Oh ! thou canst never know 

The half af anguish in that dreadful blow 

To my lone heart. 'Twas more like death ihan this ! 

Compared with that the present hour is bliss. 

To bless your lives I came unto this land ; 

To serve your interests with the faithful band, 

Who worship at their Country's shrine. I stood 

In ranks of battle, as I thought, for good. 

No base desire of plunder or of pelf, 

Nor selfish wish to aggrandize myself 

E'er linked my name unto my Country's cause — 

My own desire, to uphold intact her laws, 

Nor friend nor foe can ever say that deed 

Of mine e'er made that Country's honor bleed, 

The dews of death are gathering on my brow, 

I feel my brother's spirit wooes me now. 

To great Eternity, where all must go, 

I willing speed ; nor dread the coming blow. 

I'd have you bear my mother in her home, 

Sometime, when thither you may chance to roam, 
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Remembrances most fond ! Tell her I've loved 

A peerless one where I so long have roved 

With love as pure as her own love for me. 

Tell her I die with hands and conscience free 

Of every crime— that 1 have duty done, 

And some true friends within this land have won, 

That hearts I cherished like unto her own 

Lingered beside me where death's shades were throwL 

Around my way. Here I would sweetly rest, 

Your own fair land's soft sod upon my breast, 

'Till ye too come. Now dear Cornelia, pray ! 

His spirit wooes I must not longer stay. 

They knelt beside him. And her voice arose 

To plead for " dying grace " ere yet he goes : 

A sigh — a smile — a quiver through his frame — 

Alonzo lives but in his Country's fame. 

A snow-white wreath was on his coffin laid, 
By hands of those he prized so fondly made. 
With martial honors o'er his costly bier 
His followers dropped the bitter farewell tear, 
And the great City in its pomp and pride 
Went forth to stand his new-made grave beside. 

He sleeps in sunny land he loved so well, 
Where passers-by do oft his praises tell. 
Spring's sweetest flow'rets deck his lonely tomb ; 
The songster's chirp half robs it of its gloom ; 
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While they who soothed his dying hour with prayer 
Shall keep his words, andjgiard his slumber there. 

March, 186a 







PART II. 

Personal Pieces. 



THE BRIDAL. 



INSCRIBED TO MY HUSBAND. 



The sun had sunk beneath the west, 
The moon had mounted high ; 

While sounds of youthful merriment 
Were gently floating by. 

But in yon proud and bright array 

Of beauty fresh and fair, 
There's none so glad as that young bride 

In silence standing there. 

Yes 1 there are eyes as diamonds bright, 

And cheeks of roses' hue; 
And lips whose smile can care beguile, 

And silken tresses, too. 

While gentle words as music's spell 

Are breathing soft around; 
But hers is still the gladdest heart 

That 'mid that scene is found. 

She breathes not of her happiness, 

For hast thou never known 
A joy so heavenly and so pure 

'Tis banished by a tone ? 

When all the homage we can pay 

For so divine a love 
Is silent, heart-felt gratitude 

To Him who reigns above ? 
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Yes ! she was happy. O'er her life 
Fall many a cloud had passed ; 

Till faith in others. almost seemed 
A meteor of the past 

The veriest child, at woman's years, 
She loved this beauteous earth ; 

And fondly deemed existence teemed 
With souls of real worth. 

Alas ! alas ! that this bright dream 
Should melt so soon away I 

Alas ! that hopes so fond and fair 
Should ever know decay 1 

Tet so it was. She " kissed the rod " 
That dealt so hard a blow ; 

With gladness joined in others 1 mirth, 
And wept for others' woe. 

Traced in the sorrows she had known 

A Providential care ; 
Still found a Father's love o'er all, 

And fixed her refuge there. 

And then 'twas o'er. The trial past, 

Her spirit plumed anew 
Went forth into the world, again 

Its loveliness to view. 

And Faith and Hope, twin stars of life, 

Again their lustre lend, 
Around the scenes of earthly strife 

Their radiance to blend. 
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Of all the beings she has known, 

One, only one can share 
The wealth of love, the depth of trust 

That Heaven implanted there. 

And she had dreamed in early years 

How bright this world would be, 
With one to prize " as life and light " 

Her heart's best sympathy. 

But now that dream is o'er ! Instead 

Is love unselfish, true ; 
A living hero takes the place 

Of him whom fancy drew. 

And oh ! with what a perfect love, 

How free from doubt or fear, 
She lists unto the words he pours 

Into her willing ear ! 

His vows are fresh within her heart, 

His kiss upon her brow ; 
And thus from that bright crowd apart 

She stands so silent now. 

For while the brave and beauteous move 

To music's gentle flow, 
She's praying that her heart, and his, 

Such bliss may ever know. 



February, 1861. 



TO MY MOTHER. 



Who greeted me when first I drew my breath 
With love which shall survive the hour of death, 
And grow more radiant in the realms of bliss? 
Who placed on my young brow the thousandth kiss ; 
And deemed it not enough ? Who watched my sleep ; 
And o'er my waking hours did faithful vigil keep ? 

My Mother. 

Who clasped us close unto her widowed breast* 
When first our father's form was laid to rest, 
Her little daughters and her baby-boy, 
Who just three months had been nis father's joy ; 
And vowed through poverty with all its woes, 
Its every varied form should now disclose, 
To battle bravely in the coming strife, 
And strew with some sweet flowers our humble paths 
in life? 

My Mother. 

Who taught us in the hours of early youth 
The ways of honesty, of justice, truth ; 
Nerved our young hearts with courage to begin 
An equal place with those more blest to win ; 
Without the aid of fortune or of friends, 
Save those whom honest merit always sends ; 
Who pointed out the halls of science fair, 
And bade us seek for real pleasures there ; 
And by her own unceasing toil did prove 
How sweet is labor for the ones we love ? 

My Mother. 
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Who leaving home, and little ones, and all 
The duties there devolving, heard the call 
Of our loved brother when afar from home 
He found the hour of death must surely come ; 
And longed so much to see some dear one's face, 
To breathe his last bequests, and die in their embrace? 

My Mother. 

Who felt the tear-drops from his streaming eyes, 
And heard the prayers of thanks that oft would rise 
For her swift coming — Then cheered each hour, 
So long as Love and Memory held their power, 
"Till locked in her loved arms he breathed— dear boy 
Whose years had known so little yet of joy — 
Away his life ? Who placed upon his brow 
The seal of lips far absent, and that now 
Must learn to breathe their idol brother's name 
An embryo statesman though unknown to fame ; 
And shed upon his distant grave the tears 
Which from that time must sadden all our years ; 
Then turned heart-broken to her home again, 
As faithful still and true where duties yet remain? 

My Mother. 

Oh ! I have lived full long enough to see 

The sacrifices thou hast made for me 1 

Have seen enough of this sad world to know 

How hard its trials press upon the poor. 

Have lived to love and reverence thee far more 

Than had our lot been blessed with earthly store ; 

For then my heart had never truly known 

How great the burden that has pressed thine own, 

Nor thanked with deepest gratitude the care 

Which for my early years such guardian did prepare. 
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My mother ! I may never see thee more 
Till life with all its checkered scenes is o'er, 
Our paths diverging may not meet again — 
Yet love and gratitude can still remain, 
To cheer me with their never-ceasing ray, 
And to the path of duty point alway ; 
Can teach me for my own, my gentle boy, 
To lay aside the thoughts of worldly joy, 
A guardian for good o'er his young life to be, 
And gladly live for him as thou hast lived for me. 

My mother ! May the God of Mercy build 

His " temple " in thy heart ! His promises fulfilled 

To thee, and to thy children, it is meet 

With prayer and praise His presence we should greet 

In all our doings. " Pure and undefiled " 

May be the offerings of thy every child 

Unto His Holiness. Oh ! may we live 

That day by day some token we may give 

Of gratitude to Him and thee. May years 

No garner bring for thee of bitter tears. 

But may each storm of life soon pass away, 

Leaving serene and calm thy setting day. 

For thou hast nobly borne the heat and din, 

With " God o'er head " and faithful heart within, 

Of life's stern battle. And thy heart would prize 

That brighter beams should gild thy evening skies ; 

That no rude wind should veer thee from the pole 

Whose star thy spirit guides unto its destined goal. 

November, 1864. 



SONG TO MY TWO JOHNNIES. 



ONE OF WHOM NOW DWEMiS WITH THE ANGELS. 



Oh ! the sunshine ! Oh ! the sunshine ! 

Of a babe within a home, 
And the many new-born prospects 

That do with its coming come ! 
Of a future filled with love-light 

In a daughter's mild career ; 
Or a life with honors laden 

That a noble son shall bear. 

Oh ! the music ! Oh ! the music 

Of the laugh so loud and clear, 
As it falls upon the heart-strings 

With its melody so rare. 
As it rings throughout the homestead, 

With its meaning all so full 
Of a nature true and guileless, 

Mingled with the beautiful. 

Oh ! the patter ! Oh ! the patter ! 

Of the tiny little feet, 
As they wander o'er the household 

With their steps so light and fleet, 
As they stamp along the gallery, 

Linger softly in the hall, 
Or echo still more sweetly now, 

Responsive to your call ! 

Oh ! the sorrow ! Oh ! the sorrow ! 
Where the babe has gone to rest, 
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With its little hands so meekly 
Folded on the snowy breast. 

With its silken lashes drooping 
Low upon the pallid cheek ; 

And the accents hushed forever. 
That it once so loved to speak. 

And how sacred ! Oh ! how sacred ! 

Is the spot where such do lie, 
With its mounds of grass-grown couches, 

And its flowerets blooming nigh. 
Where the song-bird loves to linger 

With his sweetest, gentlest tone ; 
Where earth's loveliest and purest 

In their "unstained robes" have gone ! 

Oh ! the beauty ! Oh ! the beauty ! 

Of that home beyond the sky 
Where the darling little angels 

In their early moments hie ! 
Where the precious lambkins nestle 

Safe within the Shepherd's care, 
And the tones we loved so dearly 

Swell the loud hosannas there ! 

September, 1865. 



LINES TO AN INFANT DAUGHTER. 

{BEN ELLEN.) 



Spread your wings, darling ! 

But don't fly away. 
Life is too joyous 

Wherever you stay ! 
"Rosie" is pleasant, 

And mother is dear — 
Spread your wings, darling ! 

But stay with us here. 

Spread your wings darling ! 

*Tis lovely to see 
How much like an angel 

A mortal may be. 
With brow like the lily, 

And eyes of the sky, 
Your locks with the raven 

Might easily vie ! 

Yet 'tis not your beauty 

Endears you to me, 
Though some a great treasure 

In beauty may see. 
It is the fond hope 

That my darling may prove 
To me, and to others 

An angel of love. 

Guide her, kind Father, 
In pathways of truth ; 
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Protect and defend her 
In childhood and youth !- 

Upon her young forehead 
His name be engraved ; 

And among the bright angels 
Her spirit be saved ! 

I'd have her to seek Thee 

Pull early in life, 
That her heart may be mailed 

For the heat of the strife. 
That Thy blessings may hover 

Wherever she goes ; 
And friends may surround her, 

Without any foes. 

May she be unto me 

As dew to the flower, , / 
E'er strengthening my heart 

For each forth-coming hour. 
A daughter so kind, 

And a sister so true, 
That angels of mercy 

May attend on her too. 

And should she e'er give 

Her heart's treasure away ;. l 
Should she leave the home-roof 

With another to stay — 
Oh ! grant Heavenly Father. 

He worthy may prove, 
And cherish forever 

The babe that I love. 
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*A& daughter and sister , 
As mother and wife 
Fulfill every duty 
■' Attending on life. 
And when your dark tresses 

Are silvered and grey — 
Then spread your wings, darling ! 
■ And fly gently away. 

; Jcmuwry* 1867. 

r ... . 



♦ ■ ^ ♦ *■- 



TO AN INFANT DAUGHTER 



Like the stars in summer skies 
Is the splendor of her eyes. 
Like the snow upon the lake 
"Where the rippling wavelets break, 
And the moonbeams pay their vow 
Is the beauty of her brow, 
And her locks like raven's wing 
Crown that brow a royal thing. 
Imogen ! Fair Imogen ! 

Like* the cooing of the dove, 
When amid the flowers we rove ; 
.Or like music on the sea 
Comes her gentle voice to me. 
And the magic of her smile 
Can the angels' hearts beguile* 
Imogen! Fair Imogen 1 
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Like the cloistered prelate's prayer. 
As it melts into the air, 
At the holy eventide, 
Bringing blessings far and wide. 
So her sleeping breathings low 
On my heart-strings come and go. 
Imogen t Fair Imogen ! 

Like the pearl that clasps the breast 
Of old ocean in its rest, 
In its glowing beauty fair 
Glistening through the ages there. 
So the love so poor and deep 
That for her my heart doth keep. 
Imogen ! Fair Imogen ! 

August, 1869. 



TO GEOKGE BUNYAN. 

Oh 1 my joyous, laughing child 1 
With your mirth so free and wild, 
With your splendid raven eyes, 
With your cheeks of roses' dyes, 
With your lips as coral red, 
With your large and rounded head, 
With your brow so high and~fair, 
With your shining golden hair ! 

Oft when I would quiet be, % 

In you come so full of glee, 
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That you scarce can hear me say : 
" Wait my baby ! Go away ! " 
" Look here, Mamma ; see me run 1 
Let me jump some now for fun." 
Quickly from a chair he springs, 
While the house with laughter rings. 

Oh ! my mischief-loving child. 
Oh ! that roguish, winning smile ! 
As with serio-comic mien, 
Nestling near my form he's seen ; 
And to note my quick surprise, 
" Wife I Oh wife I" he sweetly cries — 
Then pretending not to know 
Who it was that called me so ! 

Oh 1 my noble, manly boy ! 
With your heart so full of joy ; 
May the years that come and go 
Spare thee all life's bitter woe. 
Ever may your spirit be 
Merry, laughing, fond and free, 
Shedding sunbeams 'round you, while 
Heaven protects my gladsome child. 



September, 1874. 



^ 



TO MY SISTER 



I'll think of thee ! 'Twere vain to strive 
To drive remembrance from my heart ; 

Nor would I willing banish thence 
Of memory's self so dear a part. 

I'll think of thee ! my heart has bowed 
Before no gilded shrine of earth ; 

Hath made no mockery of praise 
Where it could find no real worth. 

And yet how false that heart would prove 
. To all that's noble, pure, and free, 
Were it to quell the gladsome thoughts 
That memory sweetly brings of thee. 

I'll think of thee ! as some lone bird 
That soars unto the sunny sky ; 

Yet back unto its welcome home 
Upon the earth doth gladly hie : 

Thus when my happy heart hath roved 
Amid the scenes of mirth and glee, 

How blest the cup of joy it quaffs 
Returning unto love and thee I 

I'll think of thee 1 And when these hands 
Are folded on the quiet breast ; 

When this now fondly trusting heart 
Is gently laid unto its rest, 
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Away within the fields of light, 
Where spirit roves unfettered, free ; 

And life is all that's pure and bright 
I'll think of thee ! I'll think of thee ! 

1860. 



TO IMOGEN IN HEAVEN. 



ON HER BIRTHDAY. 



"I think the little ones who die will remain children 
through ail eternity. It would be no heaven without the 
Utile darlings. I do not want thorn who are in heaven to 
grow up. We need their infant voices in the great song. 
And when we walk out in the fields of light we want them 
to Irun ahead and clap their hands, and pick out the 
brightest of the field flowers:' 



What are you doing, darling ! 

Within the fields of light, 
Where flows the crystal river 

With waters all so bright? 
Where sunshine without shadow 

Is chasing to and fro, 
All o'er the beauteous meadows, 

Where the little lambkins go ? 
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What are you thinking, darling ! 

As the sweet vision sweeps 
Across your gentle heart-strings, 

Where death no harvest reaps ? 
Is it not joy ecstatic 

To dwell within that land, 
And hear the seraph -singing 

Of the darling angel-band ? 

Four years ago, my darling ! 

On a day as bright as this, 
We welcomed you, a stranger, 

With first fond earthly kiss. 
Your little sister prattled 

With half-maternal care 
About the baby-sister 

So sweetly nestling there. 

While " pa " and " brother " quickly 

A resolution made 
That to the coming crop much more 

Attention should be paid. 
Because another little one 

Had come our board to share — 
Ah ! little deemed they then how brief 

Would be her mission there ! 

I see you. now, my darling ! 

Just as you looked that day, 
When friendship's hand came sad and slow 

To bear your form away — 
Dark-auburn ringlets clustering 'round 

A forehead pure as snow ; 
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Long lashes drooped o'er bright, brown eyes 
Which erst had sparkled so. 

Your little hands half-way expressed 

The resignation sweet 
Which had so marked the hours of pain 

Of your young life so fleet. 
While just beneath your snowy robe 

The little shoes lay then, 
As though you tired had fallen asleep, 

And soon would wake again. 

Glad waking ! in the Spirit- Land, 

Among the blest to roam, 
And " gather flowers within the fields " 

About the Father's home, 
With infant hands to cull bouquets 

Whose beauty ne'er can die, 
And seraph voice to join the praise 

Of Him who rules on high. 



March 10th, 1873. 



TO AN ABSENT SISTER. 



Come to me, dearest ! 

Come at the dawn, 
When the heart, dearest ! 

Rises with morn, 
When the sun glistens 

On dew -laden flowers; 
And nature's sweet chorus 

Heralds the hours. 

Come to me, dearest ! 

Come at the eve ; 
Ere the night-watches 

In silence do grieve. 
When the sweet starlight 

First kisses the earth, 
Come to me, dearest ! 

In thy beauty and worth. 

Come to me, dearest ! 

Come when I kneel ; 
At the home altar 

Thy presence I'd leel, 
When the petition 

On record doth lie, 
Seal with thy blessing 

My message on high. 

When the death dew drops 
Shall gleam on my brow ; 

When the tongue's palsied 
That sings to thee now ; 
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Come to me, dearest ! 

To soothe with thy love, 
And point the freed spirit 

To mansions above ! 



> • m • * 



TO WILLIE. 



ON HIS LEAVING HOME FOR SCHOOL. 



May angel bands attend thee, 
Child of a kindred heart, 

Wherever duty sends thee 
To take in life a part. 

And may they oft-times bear thee 
Sweet missives from above, 

To strengthen and to cheer thee 
With whisperings of love. 

" Remember Thy Creator, 
Now in the days of youth," 

That He may crown thee, later, 
A champion of truth. 

That He may safely guide thee 
Unto that radiant shore, 
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Where she who watched beside thee 
Shall never bear thee more. 

Where she shall gently fold thee 

Unto her loving heart ; 
And earth no more can hold thee 

From endless life apart. 

Where, both your missions ended, 
Amid the exultant throng, 

Your voices shall be blended 
In one Eternal song. 

October, 1869. 



TO MY BKOTHER. 



A mtefs heart goes with thee ! in the din 

Of life's great battle when the fiendish foe 
Hath well-nigh compassed thee in nets of sin, 

And ready stands to give the deadly blow. 
When friendship's voice no longer greets thine ear, 

And sorrow's cloud hangs heavily above ; 
When thou wouldst give thine all of earthly store 

To hear one cheering word of unfeigned love — 
Oh ! may her prayer find entrance into Heaven ; 

A.nd to thy heart fresh courage then be given. 
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She would not have thee wear the Victor's wreath, 

Unless true Merit placed it on thy brow. 
She would not have thee great, if love of fame 

To mean Hypocrisy thy soul could bow. 
But, oh ! if patriot sacrifice can raise 

An humble boy to high and honored place ; 
If to the Good and True the meed is given, 

Of those who run in glory's toilsome race — 
Oh ! then mayst thou drink deep of earthly fame, 

And leave on Freedom's page a fadeless name. 



1858. 



LINES TO GEORGE D. PRENTICE. 



The Union's champion we see him stand 
A sleepless sentinel within the land ; 
With eagle eye its future fate to view, 
And trumpet tone to rouse the patriot few, 
Whose deeds shall yet this mighty Nation save 
From civil feuds and an untimely grave. 

Talk of the warrior with his laureled head, 
Extol him on the field of countless dead, 
High let the trophies of his victories rise, 
While hymns of gratitude ascend the skies, 
Let minstrels sing in half-seraphic lays 
A nation's triumph, and a hero's praise ! 
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But to the heart which cherishes its home 
Beyond all " empty honors " that may come 
Of tented fields and martial din, there dwells 
Within the inmost spirits sacred cells, 
A love for him who dares the right maintain 
That proudest earthly triumphs ne'er might gain ; 
A holy reverence for the good and true, 
Who know the right, and knowing dare to do, 
That all the gems which in old ocean lie, 
Placed in one coronet might never buy. 

Oh ! there is something God-like in the glance 
Of him whose soul is fired with Eloquence, 
A light divine upon the homeliest face, 
When Poesy's bright beams the spirit grace, 
And hearts that love the noble in mankind 
Pay willing tribute to a gifted mind. 

Thus would my spirit tune its humble lay 
To one who would the curse of Faction stay, 
Whose voice hath swept like a resistless tide, 
Where'er our Country holds its sceptre wide ; 
And pleads in trumpet-tone that patriots stand 
True to themselves and to their native land ; 
Whose gentle touch hath waked the sweet-toned lyre 
In notes of glory or of fond desire, 
And made it tell in numbers half-divine 
What kindly feelings 'round the heart may twine ; 
Whose soul is filled with true and noble zeal 
For all that may advance his Country's weal ; 
Whose pen a ceaseless war on vice doth wage, 
And whose proud name shall live on History's page. 

September, 1860. 



THE DYING HUSBAND. 



LINES W KI T TE N BY REQUEST 



\\ "As a husband he was aU that could be desired by a 
good wife; as a friend Tie was true and sincere; as a 
master he was kind and considerate. By their fruits ye 
shaU know them" 



Softly! oh softly! 

A Christian is dying ; 
On his pale forehead 

The death-dew is lying, 
From his weak eye-lids 

The tear-drops are streaming — 
On his soul visions 

Of glory are beaming ! 

Softly ! oh softly ! 

She, the true-hearted, 
Who had once deemed 

That they ne'er could be parted, 
Sobs in her anguish 

At thoughts of the morrow, 
When his loved tones 

Shall not soothe her deep sorrow. 

Softly ! oh softly ! 

His accents are flowing, 
Telling his love 

Of the home where he's going ! 
Bidding her stay 

The hot tears she is shedding, 
Till her feet press 

The lone path he is treading. 
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Softly! oh softly! 

Kind angels are weeping ; 
How sacred and holy 

His vow is he keeping : 
The heart that he won 

When a gallant young lover, 
To cherish forever, 

'Till life should be over ! 

Softly ! oh softly ! 

His spirit is flying ! 
Wrecks of bright earth-hopes 

Around him are lying ! 
Pity, oh angels ! 

The heart that is bleeding, 
While to bright " mansions " 

That spirit is speeding. 

Softly ! oh softly ! 

Now gather around her, 
Blest were the ties 

Which so sweetly have bound her 
Deem it not sinful 

The prayer she is praying, 
To haste away gladly 

Where now he is staying. 

Softly ! oh softly ! 

A guardian has left her. 
But 'tis her Father, 

Who thus has bereft her, 
He can establish 

The heart that is broken ; 
Many sweet promises 

Hath He not spoken. 
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Softly ! oh softly ! 

Angels are singing ; 
'Round her lone pathway 

Their solace now bringing : 
Bidding her trust, 

'Till in yonder bright Heaven, 
The same cherished earth love 

To her shall be given. 



THE CONTEST. 



Written upon Twaring R&o. G. H. CUnton, of Vtcks- 
burg, Mm. , preach 



Fondly ye night-winds 

Caress his young brow, 
Softly ye moonbeams 

Encircle him now. 
Nature is silent, 

With sympathy rife- 
Genius is struggling, 

Sacred the strife ! 

Angels are stooping 

From 'round the bright throne ; 
Demons are striving 

To make him their own. 
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Earth is awaiting 
To crown Mm with fame, 

On its proud tablets 
To blazon his name. 

Life hath no struggle 
Like that which is known 

To youth when the meteor 
Of fame lures it on : 

When visions of glory- 
Entice the young heart 

And holy emotions 
Are loth to depart. 

Hark ! 'tis a whisper, 

A low breathing prayer — 
Angels are hastening 

In ecstacy there — 
Back to the mansions 

Of glory above 
Bear they the record 

Of Jesus' great love ! 

Duty hath triumphed 

O'er Satan and Sin ; 
Man hath determined 

Yon Heaven to win. 
Wander ye night-winds, 

And tell as ye go, 
All ye have witnessed 

Of Heaven below ! 

Sparkle ye moonbeams 
More radiantly bright ; 



1860. 
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Nature is teeming 

With beauty to-night ! 
Beings Celestial 

Have trod the glad earth, 
Seraphs have chanted, 

The great Second Birth I 



TO MRS. MARY LAMBUTH, 



FORMERLY OF MISSISSIPPI, NOW OF CHINA. 



'Tis said that woman is weak in trust, 

Inconstant in her love ; 
That as the changeful seasons are 

So her"attachments prove. 
But thou who hast left thy native land, 

All toil to undergo 
On_HeaJthen shores, with him you love, 

Oh,! answer, w it so t 



-A 



The^world may praise the beauteous fair 

Who grace the festive hall ; 
May laud.the hero, in whose march 

Successive kingdoms fall. 
But it can^never give nor take 

The'glory that is thine own, 
Whiclrcomes from the bright, cheering thought : 

" My Maker's will I've done ! " 



160 PERSONAL. 

Go bind a wreath of deathless fame 

About the victor's brow ; 
Into the ear of beauty breathe 

A softly touching vow. 
But bring respect, affection too, 

A tribute at the shrine 
Where Love and Duty 'round the path 

Of trusting woman twine. 

Bear nobly on ! Full many prayers 

From this thy native land, 
Are borne by Heaven's untiring winds 

To China's distant strand, 
That foreign skies may brightly shine 

O'er thy devoted head, 
And many priceless souls to Christ 

By thee be gently led. 



LINES. 



COMPOSED ON RECEIVING A GRAPE-VINE CHAEB. 



Long years ago, when wood-nymphs strayed 
Beneath the mighty forests' shade, 
When each to try her magic power, 
Laid some bright spell on favorite flower, 
Or tree, or shrub ; one fairy form, 
With brow as radiant as the dawn ; 
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And whose glad heart did quickly beat 

In echo to the tiny feet, 

Wove subtle meaning o'er the vine 

Which yields the bright Catawba wine, 

" Whoe'er these running boughs shall bind 

I will endow with noble mind, 

And ali of joy that life can give 

•Within his heart shall blooming live. 

And whosoe'er shall turn to use 

The twigs which now are flowing loose, 

Shall be a favored child of earth, 

With honored name and noble worth." 

Years sped away. The woodman's blows 
Aroused the forests' calm repose. 
And frightened fairies sought a home 
Where startling voices ne'er might come ; 
Peeped slyly forth from lonely dells, 
But never broke the magic spells 
Which they had woven o'er the flowers 
In earlier days and happier hours. 

A stranger came. With ready hand 
He felled the trees and tilled the land. 
But chose the goodly vine to spare, 
In answer to the wood-nymph's prayer. * 
And well did she redeem her word, 
By wealth bestowed and bliss conferred ; 
By all the joys that home can bring, 
Joys which no heart can truly sing. 
Another came — a stranger too — 
The land of flowers his spirit drew 
From colder clime, to share in part 
The glow which Southern suns impart 
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To faded cheek and sinking heart. 
And as the health-tide flowed again 
In every throb, through every vein ; 
"With thankfulness he roved the wood, 
Beneath the enchanted bower stood, 
And wooed by some mysterious spell, 
Devised a plan for using well 
The self-same vines. With time and care 
From flowing twigs was formed a chair; 
And fairy blessings once again 
Were lavished on a mortal man. 

I prize the gift that friendship brings, 
Accept the song that friendship sings, 
No goodlier token couldst thou give, 
And none more gladly I receive. 
'Twas fashioned by the hand of art, 
'Twas proffered by a generous heart. 
Its huge dimensions well disclose 
'Twas meant for quiet, calm repose. 
The blessing of the nimble sprite 
Still o'er it sheds a halo bright ; 
And when my heart would banish care 
I'll flee unto my " Rustic Chair." 



TO MRS. W„ OP EDWAEDS'. 



As traveller in a foreign land 

Will pause before some face, 
Which hangs in picture-gallery grand, 

And cannot leave the place. 

So, when I think of all thy life, 

With virtues rich and rare, 
One beauteous picture it doth seem 

Which charms attention there. 

An only daughter ! Yielding back 

The trust so fondly given 
By two most loving parent hearts, 

That both now dwell in Heaven. 

A wife, whose faithfulness and love 

Each thinking mind may see ; 
A mother, in the fullest sense 

That that full term may be. 

I know from whence such virtues spring — 
From converse with that Power 

Which guides thy waking steps, and guards 
Thy every sleeping hour. 



IN MEMOKY OF MRS. K., OF JACKSON- 



I had read of Spartan mothers, 

How they trained their boys to do. 
I had conned the grand old story 

Of Cornelia's "jewels" too. 
Yet unto my girlish vision 

E'en they no lovelier seemed 
Than the picture that my childhood 

From her sunny presence gleaned. 

With a brow that might have answered 

Sculptor in the olden days 
As a model ; with its hair-crown, 

Emblem of a woman's praise. 
With a mouth and chin that rivaled 

Goddesses' of ancient times, 
And a contour to awaken 

All a poet's burning rhymes : 

Yet all these were but the beauty 

Of a statue pale and cold, 
When our hearts the living figure 

Fain in gladness would behold. 
With those eyes so full of love-light, 

Brimming o'er with truth and glee, 
And that matchless smile the statue 

Breathes with immortality ! 

Hers the word of cheering comfort 
For the aged near the tomb ; 

Hers the sympathetic tear-drop 
For one struggling 'mid life's gloom. 
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Hers the meed of praise unstinted 

For the noble and the true ; 
Hers the merry laugh of childhood 

When the children 'round her drew. 

As the sunlight when refracted 

Back again when twilight comes, 
Gilds with an unearthly radiance 

Loftiest minarets and domes. 
So the heavenly-tinted picture 

In my memory fondly dwells, 
That my childish heart-strings penciled 

Of the lovely Mary Kells. 



THE FLOWERS YOU GAVE. 



Amid strange scenes I found a home, 

Kind friendship's voice fell on my ear, 
And childhood's tones in mirth and glee 
Were breathing near. 

Still o'er my heart a sadnesss came — 

A gloom of thought I would not have— 
Until I fondly gazed upon 
The flowers you gave. 
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There dwelt a spell within their gloom 

Which seemed to whisper : " Peace, be still ! 
Why seek with woe instead of joy 
Thy heart to fill ? 

This earth is one bright, beauteous scene, 

The sky its lustre to it lends, 
And o'er the wanderer's footsteps here 
A Father bends. 

Thy heart would cherish draughts of bliss; 

Thy soul has panted for it here — 
There is a fount whose waters flow 
As crystal clear ! 

The dews that sparkle on our cups 

Were scattered from that fount of life — 
It can assuage thy every grief ; 
And calm each strife. 

Then haste to drink from out that fount, 
Lest thou shouldst lose a home above ; 
Lest thou shouldst miss the proffered boon 
Of Jesus' love." 

I slept. And o'er my slumbers stole 

A scene of beauty and of song. 
While flowers, such as to Eden's bowers 
Did once belong, 

Grew radiant in that magic land, 

And elves were moving to and fro, 
Like guardian angels 'mid the scenes 
Of earth below. 
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I knew not why — but bending o'er, 

One gentle form embraced my own, 
" My love for thee? she sweetly said, 
"By these be known ! " 

" I have attended thee through life, 
And oft about thy pathway twine 
The tokens friendship loves so well. 
The flower* were thine ! " 

And is it thus a father's care 

Doth bless the day, and gild the night 
By gifts as pure as fondest love, 
And dreams so bright ? 

Oh ! life is dear, if sullen care 

Doth sometimes set its signet there, 
And youth is gladsome, though the dream 

Of trust may sometimes broken seem ; 
For earth is full of joys divine 

When faith and hope the heart entwine. 
Affection yet shall clasp the chain 

That death hath coldly rent in twain ; 
Its links shall yet united be, 

Enduring as Eternity. 
The soul, by earthly ills refined, 

Its long-sought rest shall sweetly find. 
And freed from every shade of gloom 

Shall live and love beyond the tomb. 



TO MRS. L., OF VICKSBURG. 



A DREAM. 



I have called in to see you, this morning, 
The gladness of Spring in my heart ; 

And my step was as light and elastic 
As that which of childhood's a part. 

You'gave me a welcome most cordial, 
With hand and with lips pressed to mine ; 

And the look on your face was as cheering 
As sunbeams in mid-winter time. 

"We talked of the present, referring 

To days that can never return, 
And I thought that with eloquence cheering 

Your language so often did burn. 

I gave you account of my children, 
Their lessons, their duties, their play ; 

"While you talked of your almost-grown babies, 
As only a fond mother may. 

How they struggle with care to requite you 
For all the fond love you have given ; 

And in their young manhood are striving 
To brighten your pathway to Heaven. 

Oh ! sweet was our converse ! The moments 
Seemed bathed in the fragrance of youth, 

"While o'er them unconscious was breathing 
The essence of Friendship and Truth ! 
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They may laugh at the dreams of the poet, 
They may fancy them idle and vain — 

Bat this meeting has blessed me in spirit, 
And I'm glad to have seen yon again. 



■ ■ m » i 



EPITHALAMITTM. 



I stood not at your Bridal, 

When you plighted mutual love, 
As holy in its nature 

As angels feel above. 
But my spirit hovered near you— 

For you wished me to be there — 
And sent a silent message 

Upon the evening air. 

It bade you to be faithful 

Unto the vows you made, 
"Till each within the grave-yard 

Should quietly be laid ! 
It told yoU that I loved you ; 

And I prayed that Gk>d would bless 
My Sister and my Brother 

With purest happiness ! 
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There was no wedding merriment - 

I know your spirits felt 
The quiet, and the holy joy 

That in that quiet dwelt. 
And I know the soft remembrance 

Your hearts can never leave, 
Of the holy vows you plighted 

On that beauteous moonlit eve. 

Then journey on together, 

A loving, trusting pair, 
'Till God shall call you homeward 

Another life to share ! 
'Till earthly cares no longer 

Shall break your spirits' rest ; 
And you live and love united 

In the mansions of the blest. 



IS MEMORY OF OUR BROTHER, J. E., 

WHO SLEEPS AT CULPEPER COURT HOUSE, VA. 



Lines suggested by the observance of "Memorial Day " at 

Vicksburg, Miss. 



He " is not dead, but sleepeth," 

The boy that " wore the grey," 
With manhood's pride and boyhood's grace, 

On that bright summer's day. 
His dark-blue eyes were radiant 

With a patriotic glow, 
And his beardless chin was dimpled 

With a smile 'twixt joy and woe ; 
While from his fair young forehead 

The silken locks were thrown, 
With a careless ease, and a winning mien 

No painter's art hath known. 

He " is not dead, but sleepeth," 

The boy that pined away, 
On a couch of pain afar from home, 

On that bright summer's day. 
And the words of love he uttered 

To a mother's aching heart, 
In the household band of a sunny land, 

Are now a treasured part. 
He loved his native country, 

He loved his Saviour, too ; 
And softly to His bosom 

This youthful son He drew. 
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Virginia's noble daughters ! 

We pray you guard the spot 
Where sleeps our darling brother ; 

You will not be forgot. 
For in the gentle rustle 

Of the wind that passeth by, 
You will hear a soft and tender wail — 

His tribute from the sky ! 
We are but two that send you 

This greeting from afar; 
Our other sister " died in Christ " 

Before the close of war. 

Your praise shall live forever 

In story and in song ; 
For yours are all the noble deeds 

That to our sex belong. 
And when the spring-time cometh 

To deck the world with flowers, 
When Life o'er Death again begins 

To re-assert its powers — 
Oh ! will you twine some garlands 

Above his lowly bed, 
And breathe some heart-felt prayers for those 

Who mourn him as if dead ! 



IN MEMOKY OF CAPTAIN G. B. H., 

WHO SLEEPS AT CHABLESTOWN, W. VA. 



A tear and a song to the young and brave, 

Who fell on glory's plain, 
A heart and a harp with cypress wreathed, 

To sound the sad refrain, 

For one who noble, gifted, true, 

Amid a patriot band, 
The sword of freedom lightly drew 

To save his Native Land. 

Hear Freemen ! Hear the vow he made, 

Ere yet his country's call, 
Had summoned half her gallant sons 

From out her peaceful halls. 

" I'll go ! though an aged father look 

With sorrow on his son, 
Though brothers sigh, and sisters weep, 

Our freedom must be won. 

And while there's life within this heart, 

Or war within this land, 
Mine is a glad, a willing part 

In freedom's sacred band ! " 

He went. 'Twas his to cheer the sick, 

Afar from friends and home, 
And his to lead his comrades when 

The battle-hour had come. 



164 PERSONAL. 

'Twas his to meet the invading foe 
That " On to Richmond ! " came ; 

And " Malvern Hill " can testify 
His prowess and his fame. . 

But Sharpsburg ! Ah ! the eye grows dim ! 

And sad the spirits' lay, 
Broken the sound and low it breathes 

At mention of that day. 

He dies ! And no kind parent stands 

Beside his dying bed ; 
No sister clasps his clammy hands, 

No brother's tears are shed. 

But He to whom he early looked 

For succor and for care, 
God of the good and fatherless, 

His steadfast friend, was there ! 

My brothers ! Oh, they sweetly sleep 

On old Virginia's breast, 
Where war and war's alarms no more 

Shall break their quiet rest. 

While to the Patriot Band on high 

Another pair is given — 
For Love ancl Liberty they died — 

Sweet be their rest in Heaven ! 

November \ 1862. 



A MEMORY. 



Upon the field of battle far 

A soldier stoops to pray, 
Not many moments he can spare 

From out the deadly fray — 
A spirit form is passing by ; 

And bears a message from the sky : 

" She's waited long for thy embrace, 
She's striven hard to fill thy place— 

Soldier ! Oh ! quick away ! 
No more she'll greet thy coming now ; 

The clammy dew is on her brow ; 
She'll surely die to-day ; 

I'm one from out the Shining Band, 

Who'll bear her to our own bright Land !" 
******** 

Away within the sunny South, 

Where Spring is almost come, 
A group of mourners stand within • 

A neat and peaceful home.* 
With murmured words of love and joy, 

Because she deems hvm thefls, 
A mother clasps her darling boys, 

And breathes her dying prayer, 
Then to her soldier-husband's given 

The last fond words ere life be riven — 
And then her spirit springs 

From out its tenement of clay, 
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To try the realm of endlsess day, 
And deal in Heavenly things. 



Be kind unto the Motherless ! 

You know not half the woe 
That childish heart has learned to bear 

Since days of " long ago." 
I knew him then — I saw him when 

Her wedding-ring he drew 
From off the hand next to her heart, 

A heart that e'er was true. 
Because he said she told him " should 

She die ere pa came home. 
That he alone must take that ring, 

And keep it HiU Tie come" 
And older eyes than mine grew dim, 

As trembling with deep woe, 
He clasped his dear dead mother's hand, 

In days of " long ago ! " 
And had she lived, how different far 

In many things his lot ? 
Then for his faults and weakness 

Oh I reader, taunt him not. 
No fond embrace is his at morn, 

No loving kiss at eve ; 
And while you list to words of praise, 

His heart perchance may grieve ; 
That though his kindred all are kind, 

None, none may ever fill 
The place of her who clasped him once, 
And watches o'er him still. 



LINES 

Composed upon reading a sketch of the Life, accompanied 
by the Picture, of Louis II , King of Bavaria. 

We have gazed on thy face in this far away land, 

We have looked in the depths of thine eyes ; 
We have read of thy home-life beyond the bright 
strand, 

'Neath the calm of Bavaria's skies. 
And we've thought what a nobleman Nature hath 
made 

To sit on the throne of a King ; 
What a gem to his crown, what a joy to the hearts 

Of his people such merit must bring ! 
For the glory of manhood at home or abroad 
Is his love for his kind, and his trust in his God. 

We have heard of thy fame in this far-away land, 

The " land of the brave and the free," 
And have thought they are blest who are fated to stand 

'Neath the reign of a monarch like thee. 
We can fancy thy mother in transports of bliss, 

Yet humble as Christians may be, 
As she thinks of His love and His mercy displayed 

In the blessing vouchsafed her in thee. 
For her heart must rejoice in the thought she hath 

given 
A man unto earth who may win men to Heaven. 

And thy heart as a maiden hath yet never loved, 

It's fondness hath only entwined 
'Bound the beauties of Nature, the triumphs of art, 

Which within it are sweetly enshrined. 
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And yet it shall love with a fervor and depth 

That a nature like thine only knows ; 
With a love that shall weave in thine innermost soul 

A story of blessings or woes. 
Then pray that the love that shall waken thy heart 
May gladden thy life when its bloom shall depart. 

Oh ! welcome ! thrice welcome shall be the glad day 

When the princes of earth shall combine, 
Throughout their dominions, in all their proud lives, 

In goodness to emulate thine ! 
Methinks it will be the sweet emblem most bright, 

Since the dawning of Bethlehem's star, 
That its purs, precious beams are dispelling the night, 

And its radiance is shining afar ! 
For the world must be freed from its thralldom of sin, 
And princes should hasten their work to begin. 



AN ACROSTIC. 



-411 hail the day when friendly nations meet 

JPith kindly words across the wave to greet 

-Each others* loved ones ! Far from every heart 

Xet thoughts discordant be ! We meet to part. 

Conflicting interests will not let us wait, 

On life's uncertain tide, each other's fate. 

9 M idst pleasure's scenes, and sorrow's saddening 

gloom, 
2£ach heart pursues its pathway to the tomb. 

'Tis not because his father is a Czar, 
Our hearts so greet his coming from afar. 

America, our home, the land we love the best, 
iike parent true with filial love is blest. 
^Enriched with all that Persian wealth could claim, 
.Xerxes yet yearned for Grecia's nobler fame. 
Xnvaded her bright land that he might share 
Some semblance of the glory beaming there. 

Gracious and true our visitor doth come, 
.Respecting all of good within our home. 
And earth from frozen shore to tropic zone 
JVb goodlier sight of mortal men hath known — 
2>ue courtesy hath linked the cot and throne ! 

Dukes live and breathe like other men of earth. 
Useless the " stamp " without the " guinea's worth " — 
Ujiow all men, though, no idler he hath been, 
.E'en thoughjhis life hath passed a " Court" within. 
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Of our young men how many in the land 
For skill in language can so brilliant stand ? 

JRegal his fate 1 Yet learning e'er disdains, 
I7hless well-labored — for to yield its gains,— 
£ince he has studied with a care and " vim " ; 
&ince as a man we well may honor him, 
In all his deeds may Russia nobler grow, 
And Heaven to him and his much favor show. 
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AN ACROSTIC. 

DEDICATED TO THE MEMORY OF THE IMMORTAL DEAD. 

Virginia's rod shall softly rest 
Upon her matchless hero's breast ! 
Virginia's fiow'rets sweetly bloom 
Around her chosen Chieftain's tomb ! 
And her bright skies shall oft-times weep 
Above the spot where he doth sleep ; 
While rainbow hues of Christain love 
Shall point to his abode above 1 

Great God ! we bow to Thy decree, 
JEJnwrapped with sorrow though it be, 
JVor dare to ask Thy wisdom why 
2£ntombed the deathless Lee should lie. 
JBight well the South-land prized his worth. 



■I 
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JLmid the bravest brave of earth 
Xet future ages trace his birth I 

.Barest the virtues that he bore 1 
On every battle-field he wore 
Uy angel guards a life so charmed 
.Envy or malice never harmed 1 
.Religion too its lustre lent 
To prove that life was Heaven-sent. 

Engaged a Nation now in prayer. 

Xee's noble spirit basketh where 

Internal sunshine doth dispel 

.Earth's every woe from him she prized so welL 

' Tis meet the Good and Great should seem to die : 
JETis long, pure life now speaks from out the sky, 
.Enlisting others in an aim so high ! 

&uch men as he can never truly die. 

On earth's great bosom for a while they lie; 

Unnumbered blessings consecrate the sod 

That covers for a time the child of God, 

JETis virtues speak from out the hallowed ground ; 

Zrike deathless voices his good deeds resound 

Along the aisles of time, 'till men all see, 

jtfbr dare to question his deep purity. 

Days, months, and years shall swiftly circle by; 

fitill Lbs shall live while there his ashes lie ! 

Content at last that time shall pass away, 
JETis Maker's fiat shall arouse that clay— 
Xmmortal souls again shall claim their own — 
JEbrth's small and great be judged around the throne— 
2?br there alone shall Lee's great worth be known 1 
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Gone! Gone! Forever gone! 
.Except a deathless name and fame 
On proud Columbia's record traced, 
.Reserved for few of mortal race. 
Grand destiny ! To leave a land 
.Enriched with gifts from one's own hand ! 

Dear to the Master-Poet's heart 
.Each humble verse that erst might start 
'JVeath kindly stars from others' pen — 
In joy he lived youth o'er again, 
£ang sweetly ! And his patriot heart 
O'er fashion's din bade myriads start, 
No more from duty to depart. 

Peace to the gifted, noble dead ! 
.Rear high the monumental stone, 
.Encircled with a fadeless wreath, 
9 jVeath which the Patriot-Poet's gone ! 
True ! Tears may flow — but ne'er can tell 
Immortal worth like that which he, 
Columbia loved so long and well, 
JBntrusteth to Eternity ! 

I 



HOBACE GREELEY, 



Mute stands the Nation at the. tomb 
Where sorrow is too deep for weeping ; 

While one bright ray illumes the gloom 
Which wraps the form that now is sleeping. 

The memory of his honest life, 
Bo fuU of great and grand endeavor. 

He warred — not for the love of strife — 
But that the right might triumph ever! 

His heart was ail too large to see 

His fellow-mortals pine in sorrow, 
He worked to set the bondsmen free, . 

And worked for duty — not the morrow. 

And yet, as if before he died, 

Each heart should own his matchless honor, 
The South's deep war-wounds he would hide, 

And place her former crown upon her. 

The crown of equal rights and place 
Which those who erst had triumphed o'er her; 

He saw fair Liberty's disgrace, 
When bayonets were kept before her. , ; 

Not his whole land could hold the heart . 

In sympathy as woman's tender, 
For other nations shared a part 

Of all the aid that he could render, 

Oh ! daughters of a Patriot-Sire, 
Whose record shall forever brighten, 



174 PERSONAL. 

As Christian graces raise up higher 
The nations that they now enlighten. 

How greater far his legacy 

Than boundless wealth, or martial story 
He leaves you — priceless heritage I 

An honored father's deathless Glory. 



REPLY TO "THE MAIDS OF THE 

SOUTH." 



DEDICATE!) TO THE OBDEB OF " THE BLUE AND THE QRET. 

" A trace to your wars ! " 

Ye votaries of Mars ! 
For Peace, with its blessings begun, 

Has dawned on the land, 

Where her Brave did once stand, 
With sabres as bright as the sun. 

Te showed the broad earth 

What a nation is worth 
Who battle for honor and home ; 

And now ye will prove 

Ye are faithful in love — 
From the ranks of the valiant ye come ! 
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Away with your waist 

Ye stood in the jaws 
Of death as it reveled around, 

'Mid shot thick ad hail, 

With courage your mail, 
Your laurel-wreaths 'round you were bound ! 

Then high fill the cup 1 

Each hero be up ; 
And drink to " the lips you adore ! " 

While the maid of your choice, 

Responds with sweet voice : 
I am thine, dearest ! thine evermore ! 



» »^ ■ » 



IN MEMORIAM. 

Twas midnight hour. A mother calmly slept 
Beside the inmates of her little home ; 
The husband and the father labor-worn, 
Reposed in welcome slumbers far too deep 
For dreaming. While the dark-eyed boy, 
Whose ringing laugh and toddling footsteps made 
Such joy and melody beneath that roof, 
Lay smiling now and then as angel forms, 
Sent by a kindred spirit to his own, 
From out the Eternal Dwellings, flitted by, 
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And in their wanderings peeped to see if he, 
Their little charge, was safe. 

Back to the scenes 
Of childhood's years the mother's heart had flown, 
In distant home amid the forms she loved 
In other days her spirit roamed. And there, 
Surrounded by the household band, she caught 
Sweet echoes of the accents that no more 
Should greet her earthly years. A mother bent 
In blessings o'er her children. While a form, 
That several years ago had passed the gates 
Of far Elysium v caroled forth a song 
In keeping with her nature; full of truth, 
Yet trilling gayly in its joyousness ; 
While he, pride of their every heart, and who 
Had sought a refuge, too, within the skies, 
But waited that the song he loved should cease, 
To show that loving auditory how 
In stature, or in declamation, he 
Had grown since last he spoke before them there. 

From out the depths of Mississippi's stream 

There comes the sound of hourly wanderers o'er 

Its broad, majestic waters. And the heart, 

So eager then to catch those long-hushed tones, 

Is wakened from its slumber — with a start, 

Which tells how rudely hath the vision fled. 

She springs from out her couch. The town-clock tolls / 

The moon of night is past ! And as that hour, 

" Darkest ere yet the dawn," creeps on, and stars, 

And palest moonbeams fling their drapery 'round 

Her quiet home, she lists unto the song 

That pitying angels sing : 
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" Thou'lt come no more ! Thou'lt come no more 1 

With thy form of manly pride ; 
"With thy dark-blue eyes so full of love, 

And thy heart so young and tried. 

Thou'lt come no more I Thou'lt come no more ! 

With thy brow so broad and fair ; 
With thy lips so full of love's own tones, 

And greatness slumbering there. 

Thou'lt come no more ! We felt 'twould be 

When they bade thy footsteps tread 
The path which leads to a soldier's grave, 

Among the countless dead. 

Thou'lt come no more ! While other forms 

Have sought their homes again ; 
Still all unconscious thou dost rest 

Upon a distant plain. 

With no stain of human gore upon 

The record of thy name, 
Thou sleep'st alas ! now dead alike 

To loved ones and to fame. 

Up to the pearly gates above 

We bore thy spirit freed; 
And gave instead of earth's renown 

The Christian's priceless meed. 

Thou'lt come no more ! Yet far from earth, 

Beyond the bright blue skies, 
Where the soul i& spotless, pure, and free, 

The sphere of thy being lies ! 
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And sometimes ; when her duty's done, 

And the true heart longs for rest, 
Well bear her spirit up to thine 

In the mansions of the Blest" 

It was enough 
To soothe her troubled nature. And the morn 
Found her composed and quiet as a babe 
Upon its mother's bosom— ready then 
To journey on afresh in Duty's path, 
And waiting, as a child its parent's will, 
To be released from earthly woe and sin, 
Whene'er He bade her go. Oh 1 Boundless Love 
And Matchless Truth that breathe in Nature's lore ! 
Ah ! who, with honest heart, can read that Book, 
E'en in its dullest pages, and not see 
The impress there of vast Eternity ? 
Can con its meaning and not learn to bow, 
With deep humility and changeless vow, 
Before that Being who hath thus combined 
Each varied influence to woo mankind 
Back to their Maker? Whose unchanging love 
Spans all creation, and the realms above 1 
Whose Spirit talks thus to the sorrow-tried ; 
And bids them hope, by trials purified ! 
Whose throne~shall rest on universal space, 
While myriad worlds His bloodless victories grace ! 

Vicksbubg, Miss., July, 1865. 



part ra. 
Miscellaneous Pieces* 
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AMBITION AND RELIGION. 



"And I must leave thee. Glory's burning beams 
Gild with bright lustre boyhood's happy dreams, 
To love which gave me bliss and being new, 
That made a heaven of earth, I bid adieu. 
Nor 'till unceasing care shall fame bestow 
Shall my proud spirit ease or comfort know. 
Alone I'll fight ! Alone I'll win or die. 
Alone my name is lost or raised on high ! 
And now we part. Perhaps in coming years, 
When time shall soften all our bitter tears, 
When minstrel's harp and poet's burning page 
Shall Ml the triumphs of the Patriot — Sage — 
Oh, than we'll meet again ! And it shall be 
My sweetest pleasure then to cherish thee. 
On thy fair brow love's coronet to place, 
And with my own proud name thy virtues grace." 

So spoke a youth at evening's holy hour, 

To one he loved. Who, summoning every power 

Of her young heart to check the flow of grief 

That quickly rose at words so strange and brief, 

Said, in a tone so low and calm it fell 

Scarce noticed on his listening ear, " 'Tis well, 

And we shall meet again in coming years," — 

The shades of eve concealed the gathering tears — 

44 When all the world shall own the magic spell 

Of thy great name, perhaps well meet — Farewell!" 

And thus they parted. He to win a name 
Immortal as his country's deathless n>me, 
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Bent every energy. His toils by day 
Were welcome 'neatfr ambition's goading sway; 
And on bis dreams by night sweet visions shone, 
Such as to mortal man are seldom known ; 
Till pain itself was pleasure. 

Years sped by, 
With all their weight, of joy and misery. 
The place he once reserved for Love's domain. 
Within his heart, saw feeling's vesper wane 
'Neath Glory's rising beams. And there instead 
Ambition's self now reared its hydra-head 
In all its hideous forms. The multitude 
With lavish hand his varied praises strewed 
On every wandering breeze ; and heroes bowed 
Whene'er he deigned to mingle in the crowd. 
While faithful record of his country's fame 
Bore to far distant lands his honored name, 
And gifted minstrels sought in sweet-toned lays 
To deify the object of their praise. 
Yes ! He was great ! But wh0 may count the scars 
The warrior bears from all his bloody wars ? 
Or guess amid his triumph half the weight 
Of care and woe that's linked unto his. fate? 
Can " empty honors " satisfy the soul ? 
Or heavenly impulse yield to earth's control ? 
Can ocean's depths be stirred by mortal man ? 
Or earth's circumference measured by a span? 
If so, then is the human heart resigned 
Its highest joys in fame and wealth to find ! 

But where is she, the love of other years? 
Consigned to death, or memory's burning tears? 
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Ah, no ! Her stricken heart had long since felt 

The saddening truth, which in his own now dwelt, 

That tarty love a sacrifice had been ' 

An honored name and matchless wealth to win. 

Yet she despaired not For it chanced that one, 

Who, with the ills of life had long since done, 

A sainted mother, taught her childish heart 

To lean on Him who can new strength impart 

In time of need. And with a martyr's zeal, 

Which conquers all that weaker minds would feel, 

She clung to him who taught her how to love, 

But loved not him who could unfaithful prove, 

Turned from the dream on Memory's page enshrined, 

With every wish to Duty's call resigned ; 

In other hearts woke feeling's touching strain — 

But hers, alas 1 ne'er learned to love again. 

And few who saw her in the mingled crowd 

Deemed that by grief her heart was ever bowed ; 

While friends oft wondered that a loving one 

Should walk life's varied mazes all alone. 

One heart — and only one — the secret knew, 

A heart unworthy of a love so true 

As hers had been, had not the Spoiler come 

To blast fore'er the joys of one bright home, 

A heart that now would fame and wealth bestow 

That dream of youthful love again to know ; 

A heart by care and pangs of conscience torn ; 

A heart most wretchedly 1 and sadly lone, 

And thus they died. Each quaffed a cup of woe 
Filled to the brim, yet his did most o'erflow. 
.One to a hero's tomb was proudly given — 
And one on angel's wings was borne to Heaven, 
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COMING AGAIN. 



Gentle Spring ! Oh ! beauteous Spring ! 

Dost thou come our hearts to cheer ! 
Eden's flow'rets wilt thou bring 

Once again to blossom here ? 
Earth is full of care and woe, 

Winter's gloom we'd fain dispel- 
On its clouds thy radiance throw — 

Welcome thou we love so well ! 

Weave a wreath of friendship's flowers 

For the sad and lonely heart ; 
Bid the frosts of chill despair 

From the soul of man depart. 
Wake again the songster's lay, 

Fresh from sunny Southern bowers ; 
Bid him tune his sweetest notes 

For the gladsome vernal hours. 

Breathe into the inmost soul 

All of hope, and truth, and love 
That thy coming ever brings 

From the glorious realms above. 
And when she who sings thee now \ 

Sleeps beneath the silent tomb, ' 

May some tokens of thy love 

'Round her new-made dwelling bloom. 



March, 1858. 



I 



THE SHIPWRECK. ' 



During the year 1857, the steamship Central America, 
commanded by Copt. Win. Lewis Herndon, when home- 
ward bound, was wrecked near the American coast. 
Upon discovering their danger the first order issued was 
" to save the women and children. And aU of them — 
fifty -seven in number, were actually saved ; while Herndon 
himself remaining on deck, and firing the " minute gun " 
to the last y went down with the wreck. He left a wife and 
daughter. 

Tis night upon the waters wild, 

Thick darkness shrouds the sea ; 
And roaring billows loudly chant 

The storm-king's lullaby. 
The tempest comes. One gallant bark 

Is plowing 'mid the foam, 
Hers is a freight of gladsome hearts ; 

For she is nearing home. 

• 

Amid the lashing of the waves 

One dauntless hero stands, 
While death is yawning 'round he gives 

His quick yet firm commands. 
All hands are busy. Fearless men 

Are blanched by terror pale ; 
While every billow echoes back 

Frail woman's hopeless wail. 

" She's sinking 1 " Cries of deep despair 

Are heard above the storm ; 
While every eye is turned upon 

The brave commander's form. 
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" The women and the children save / " 

The gallant Herndon cries, 
With burning glance wjiich seems to say : 

Who now for duty dies ? 

They're safe. One fervent prayer is breathed 

For him who yet on deck, 
Still fires the lonely " minute-gun " 

From off the sinking wreck. 
But all in vain ! He sees ; he feels 

That death must be his own ; 
That sleep now waits him 'neath the waves, 

In sepulchre unknown. 

A token for the ones he loves, 
A quick-breathed, trusting prayer, 

That he may meet them yet again 
In Heavenly portals fair—. « 

He sinks — the dwellers of the £eep 
x Their loudest praise resound, 

That 'mongst the hosts of mortal men 
Such courage should be found t 

Oh 1 could the heart of woman speak 

Its own deep, burning thought, 
'Twould tell with how much gratitude 

Its inmost core is fraught, 
For one who noble, brave and. true, 

Amid the tempest's strife, . ' 

" To Duty and to Woman 

Did sawjke hi* life / " 

Fall gently oh ! ye sunbeams bright 1 ' 
Above the sacred spot, " 



MI8CELLANE0UB. 187 

Where sleeps the illustrious Herndon, 

Who duty ne'er forgot ; 
And softly glide ye waves above 

His couch, though low it be ; 
Unless when you would sing his praise 

In Ocean Melody. 



1859. 



VIVE KESPUBLICA. 



Oh ! who does not love this bright Country of ours; 
Its rivers and plains, its birds and its flowers, 
Its snow-covered heights, and its sweet orange-groves, 
Its cities, and plains where the wild Indian roves? 

The winds as they wander proclaim it most blest 
From the North to the South, from the East to the 

West 
And each heart that beats true to itself and to Heaven 
Must rejoice that to Freedom such refuge is given ! 

'Twas the rainbow of Hope to a down-trodden world 
When our patriot sages their banner unfurled ; 
And the period enshrined in the history of earth 
Is that which to this great Republic gave birth V 
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Then arouse, ye who guide the proud vessel of State — 
Lo! two worlds in their might on your efforts now 

wait; 
For should you descend 'neath dissension's dark wave, 
Farewell to the # long cherished hopes of the Brave ! 

1860. 



LINES. 



The Warren Hills ! The Warren Hills ! 

Their forms so nobly rise, 
Bedecked in nature's richest robes, 

Toward the sunny skies. 
'Twas full six thousand years ago, 

When young, and fresh, and fair, 
Forth from their Maker's hand they came 

Earth's gladsome life to share. 

And echoing back the sacred hymn 

That woke Creation's morn, 
Waved their bright foliage to the skies 

To cheer the early dawn. - . 

Years passed away. Yet still they reared 

Their forms in grandeur high, 
Till age on age, in circling mood. 

With speedy haste passed by. 
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The Indian roved in freedom wild, 

The flow'rets blossomed there, 
Thesongster poured his sweet-toned lay 

Thence on the fragrant air. 
Years sped away. Across the deep 

A daring seaman came, 
Pound this " New World," and thereby won 

A never-dying fame. 

The Indian shrank from his clear gaze, 

Walked slowly to the West. 
Gave to the " Pale-Face," and his tribe 

A home by Heaven so blest. 
Now steeples tall and glittering spires 

Bedeck this favored land ; 
But still the everlasting Mtta 

In noble grandeur stand. 



April, 1859. 



THE WIDOW'S PRAYER 



"'Twas evening's holy hour. And gathering near 

The " throne of grace" three children meekly knelt ; 

While she, whose weeds of mourning told the tale 

Of woman's wretchedness when first bereft 

Of all that hallows life, was clasping near 

Her aching heart a babe, her only boy. 

"Twas but a week ago the father knelt 

At eventide beside them. Now he lay 

Cold in a distant grave. For he had dared 

To scorn the insults of a haughty foe ; 

And by that foe had fallen. Low and sweet, 

Like the breathing of some gentle air, 

Those childish formshad lisped their evening prayer, 

And laid them down to rest. The mother pressed 

One burning kiss on each young sleeper's brow ; 

And with a love which only those may know 

Who thus have mourned, caressed her infant boy. 

Then in an agony of grief intense, 

From out the depths of woe and wretchedness, 

With streaming eyes poured forth her heart's lament : 

"And canst thou gently rest, my darling boy ? 

Canst willing breathe the gladsome breath of life, 
When he who clasped thee in his pride and joy 

A victim sleeps unto the murderer's strife ? 

Must she who bore thee live to hear the cry 
Of homeless orphans for their ' daily bread,' 

While he who made you orphans, hurries by 
Without one passing thought upon the dead ? 
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Ah, yes ! But thou shalt learn in coming years 
The story of that murderer's deadly hate, 

Shalt garner up for other hearts the tears . 
That now have made thy mother's desolate ! 

The world shall learn that wealth may sometimes err, 
That filial love can prompt the deadly blow, 

That Law may not a lease of life confer, 
Nor Gold, nor Friendship sure retreat bestow." 

She sank exhausted, 'neath the weight of grief, 

Beside her sleeping boy. The burnished stars 

Looked down in sadness, while a moonbeam bright 

Stole gently through the rough old cabin's wall, 

And smiling, fell upon the infant's brow ; 

Who smiled in turn as though his glad, young heart 

Might never taste life's bitter cup of woe, 

His heritage of grief might never know. 

Who hath not in the hour of mourning gazed 

Upon the cloudless sky at eve, and grasped 

Some solace from its meaning ? Some rebuke 

For all the wicked deeds of former hours, 

And some bright pledge of Love and Mercy found- 

In beauty beaming there ? The mother's heart 

Grew soft beneath its influence. Gentle thoughts 

Of childhood's sunny days and youth's bright dreams 

Came thronging forth in all their varied forms 

To cheer her stricken spirit. While the tones 

Of a fond mother seemed to whisper near : 

"Vengeance is mine; I will repay" He says, 

Who with the fadeless crown the cross repays. 

Again she wept! But 'twas a sacred joy 

That bade those tear-drops from their fountains swell. 
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Again she clasped her gently sleeping boy, 
Again the moonbeams on his features fell. 

She sank upon her knees, and in the calm 

Of that bright hour petitioned strength from Heaven 

That she might bear life's ills with Christian zeal ; 

Might labor with an humble contrite heart 

To rear her boy aright. Then with the spell 

Of angel influence breathing 'round her, slept 

To dream of Home and Heaven. 



SONG TO THE YAZOO RIVER. 



I've stood upon thy lofty banks, 

I've heard thy gentle flow, 
As plaintively thou didst rehearse 

The scenes of long ago. 
The story of the Red-man's home, 

His virtues and his crimes, 
While " Eldorado " murmured back 

The tales of former times. 

The sunbeams glanced upon thy waves, 

The songsters warbled near, 
The wandering winds their cadence lent 

To charm the list'ning ear. 
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While far away thy waters sped 

In thoughtlessness and glee, 
Just as we glide o'er time's swift tide 

Toward Eternity. 

Though scattered wrecks of hope are strewn 

Within thy close embrace. 
Still in thy might thou rollest on, 

A blessing to our race. 
Thus will the aspiring spirit strive, 

Though sorrow be its own, 
To labor and to wait until 

His glorious " will be done." 



Bbthebda; 1859. 



.THE ORPHAN. 



You deem her proud, you deem her cold 
Because her spirit flows not free, 
When you would all its depths behold, 
When you would solve its mystery ; 
But could you lift the veil that hides 
That spirit's meaning from your gaze, 
And view the wealth that there resides, 
Your bitter taunts would turn to praise. 
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There is a flower that folds its leaves 
When evening's shadows close around ; 
And there are hearts that silent grieve 
When naught but gloom on earth is found. 
But as that flower doth ope to life, 
When morning's sunshine o'er it plays, 
So doth the heart with sorrow rife, 
Unfold beneath affection's blaze. 

Then deem not she is proud who spurns 
To win the friendship flattery brings ; 
Nor that the heart is cold which burns 
With all the warmth that feeling sings ; 
For woman's path is hedged about 
With many petty trials here, 
And sad her destiny without 
The tones of sympathy and cheer. 



THE BROKEN-HEABTED. 



Composed on ihe death of a lovely woman, who, it was 
saiid, married against the dictates of Tier heart, and died 
of "Consumption" a few years afterward. 



She dreamed he was another 

When he spoke so soft and low ; 
She dreamed he was another 

When she told him she would go 
Unto his distant sunny home, 

To gladden his young heart, 
And bid the Shades of loneliness 

From out his soul depart. 

She dreamed he was another 

When she stood beside his form, 
And pledged to love him ever 

Through sunshine and through storm ; 
And another's eye was lighted 

With a gleam of wild despair, 
As he heard those holy promises 

Together plighted there. 

And he was worthy. But a friend 

Had whispered 'twas not so ; 
And she, alas ! too credulous ! 

Had sternly bade him go. 
He went But with a firm resolve 

An honored name to win, 
And prove a noble warrior 

In life's great battle-din. 
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He came again. He saw her smile. 

But little deemed he then 
That winning words from woman's lips 

A breaking heart may mean. 
She passed away. The neighbors said 

It was " Consumption's " dyes 
That lent their lustre to her cheeks, 

And lit her glowing eyes. 

But in the records kept above 

Another cause is given 
Why from a home of wealth and love 

She sought repose in Heaven. 
For it must be a fearful weight 

To bear along through life, 
To be, while linked to one's bright fate, 

Another's spirit-wife. 

1859. 



LINES; 

WRITTEN UPON HEARING A YOUNG LADY REMARK 
THAT " GOD HAD NO DAGUERREOTYPE." 



Go view the glowing landscape in the Spring's first 

opening prime, 
While budding leaves and blooming flowers in sweetest 

pantomime, 
With minstrel birds and murmuring brooks dispel the 

wintry gloom, 
And nature's gleeful concert breaks the silence of the 

tomb, 
Then ask thyself while gazing on all things so bright 

and fair; 
Is not thy God's daguerreotype in part depicted there t 

Go view the mighty, soundless depths of ocean, as it 

rolls, 
With roar eternal from the great equator to the poles ; 
Its water-loving tribes, its caves bestrewed with jewels 

bright, 
Its coral grottos, walks of shell by glistening pearls 

made white — 
And say, does not its vastness, power, convince your 

heart that "He 
In glorious outline has impressed His image on the 

sea? 

Go hear Niagara's thundering tones of majesty and 

might; 
Behold the awful gulf below with loud waves crested 

white, 
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While high above the radiant bow of Love and Mercy's 

hung, 
Bright now as when the Cataract its first loud anthem 

sung. 
Can thoughtful mind dwell on the scene without a 

quick assent 
That with it His great likeness too, indelibly is blent ? 

Upon the starry skies at eve His image we may trace, 
While solar gems as chandeliers His pictured presence 

grace; 
Throughout creation's vast expanse 'tis partially 

descried 
Where'er the proofs of matchless love and changeless 

truth abide. 
But when the whole daguerreotype is pictured full and 

great, 
Eternity's t?ve artist, and the Universe the plate. 
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HEART-GLEANINGS. 



The heart is an eeolian harp 

That's flung unto the breeze, 
And gives forth brightest gems of song, 

Or mournful melodies ; 
Just as the Good or as the False 

In earthly paths are found, 
As sunshine gleams upon the way, 

Or tempest's shades abound. 

When by the breath of Friendship stirred 

It yields so sweet an air, 
'Twould almost seem ah angel's voice 

Had found an echo there. 
But when the gust of Sorrow sweeps 

Across its care-worn strings, 
A wail from out its inmost depths 

In dirge-like cadence rings. 

These human harps are hung around 

The precincts of each home, 
And ring with glad or saddened sound 

To all who thither come. 
Then gently breathe about those harps, 

Lest thou some chord, shouldst break ; 
Then strive in every human heart 

Some note of joy. to wake. 
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SONG TO MY ACCOEDEON. 



aib: "sweet home." 

Oh ! touch the keys lightly ! I loved them of yore ; 
Though scenes of my childhood may gladden no more, 
The fingers of Memory shall wake an old strain, 
And hopes long departed be chanted again. 

Oh ! touch the keys lightly ! They tell of the hour 
When first my young spirit owned Music's mild 

power, 
When life like a dream of enchantment appeared, 
And rainbows of hope all its gloominess cheered. 

Oh I touch the keys lightly 1 And bid them relate 
How gladly I turned the bright leaves of my fate, 
When the volume was new, and my spirit was gay, 
And blest dreams of the future drove sorrow away. 

Oh ! touch the keys lightly ! A sister's glad voice 
Once joined in their breathings and bade me rejoice; 
But another now prizes the heart once my own, 
And affection must weep o'er the days that are gone. 

Oh t touch the keys lightly ! They tell of a youth 
Whose soul was imbued with the sunshine of Truth, 
Whose brow bore no traces of sorrow or care, 
For Genius had stamped her bright lineaments there. 

Oh! touch the keys lightly! Another they sing 
Who was wandering alone 'mid life's happy young 
spring, 
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But lingered awhile 'till he won a bright flower 
To bloom 'mid the shades of a far Texan bower. 

Oh ! touch the keys lightly ! Another they tell 
Who saw the bright spells that in affluence dwell ; 
He struggled with courage, he triumphs with store, 
Is blest with affection, can wish for no more. 

Oh ! touch the keys lightly ! I know it were vain 
To hope that still others might cherish that strain—. 
Yet touch the keys lightly ! and let me renew 
The memories they bring of the Good and the True, 

Edwards', 1860. 



THE OAK AT AMSTERDAM. 



Our childhood's home ! Our childhood's home ! 

How close it clings about the heart ; 
How sweetly do its memories come, 

How quickly into being start ; 
Whene'er the forms of other days, 

The tones we loved in by-gone years, 
With kindly spell the spirit raise, 

Or melt its inmost depths to tears. 

Long years ago, a thoughtless child, 
I played beneath that spreading tree ; 



1 



302 MISCELLANEOUS. 

While songsters poured their cadence wild, 
Responsive to the zephyr's glee. 

Oh, I was happy ! For I loved 
The river with its mighty roar, 

The shades that o'er its bosom roved, 
The trees that blossomed on its shore. 

And as I sat beneath that oak, 

And gazed upon its waters free, 
A meaning in their murmur spoke 

Which has not yet deserted me. 
It told that life was like the flow 

Of that deep current swift and wide ; 
That it might peaceful joy bestow, 

Or with a willing echo chide ; 

Just as we lived, just as we gazed 

Upon the dark or " sunny-side," 
Just as our spirits drooped, or raised 

Their hopes above the swelling tide, 
For hearts that bravely stem the stream, 

Whate'er misfortune dare oppose, 
Are those whom we must still esteem, 

Though like the sands may be their foes. 

The turf is drifting fast away 

That binds that tree unto the shore, 
And yet its boughs in proud array 

Repeat their anthems as of yore. 
Thus may my spirit tune its hymn, 

'Mid tempest's wave and sunny calm ; 
Thus rise amid life's battle-din 

Like that old Oak at Amsterdam. 

1859. 



i 



HEART BKEATHINGS. 



On ! say not that the heart may live 

"With all its wealth of love untold, 
That it may sometimes never give 

The treasures which it cannot hold. 
As well the flower might ope to life 

In all its beauty fresh and fair, 
And yet refuse to shed a breath 

Of fragrance on the summer air. 

There have been hearts whose incense found 

Upon an altar false as fair, 
Too true to change have left the gift 

In all its worth consuming there. 
There have been hearts whose every pulse 

Beat but too wildly with their love, 
Whose gladsome dreams of joy did seem 

To link them to the throne above. 

There have been those who gave their all 

Of hope and joy to gild the way 
Of some beloved one who prized; 

The gift awhile, then flung away— 
But never yet a human heart 

Hath sung in tones of mirth and glee, 
But some responding heart hath waked 

Its hidden springs of melody. 

The earth must move about the sun, 
The tide must flow when Luna's high, 

The ocean chant its hymn of praise, 
And stars irradiate the sky. 
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And thus the heart that's fall of love 
Mast turn unto its kindred one, 

Must rise with every joy replete 
When by another smiled upon ; 

Must be to that kindred heart awake 

The sweetest song it ever sings, 
Must borrow starry gems to deck 

The dreams that true affection brings. 
Long may its fountain be unsealed, 

Long may the record be unrolledj; 
Still, howsoever long concealed 

The heart its treasures must unfold. 



THE POET. 



They say his lot is hard, 

That on his gloomy way 
No gleam of hope is known, 

No lingering sunbeams play ; 
That life to him is drear, 

That friendless and alone 
He wanders o'er the earth, 

From all his kindred torn. 

But, oh ! I can't believe 
That he whose soul is blest 
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With the gift of Poesy 

Can be by care depressed. 
For in his aching heart 

A well of pleasure springs 
Which from the ills of life 

Sweet consolation brings. 

He has a world within 

His gifted soul mshrined, 
'Round which the bow of Hope 

Eternally is twined. 
And in this fairy world, 

When earthly sorrows come 
To veil all earthly hopes, 

He finds a welcome home. 

This world is decked with flowers 

Of purest, holiest thought, 
That in its valleys bloom 

With every beauty fraught. 
While on the wandering breeze, 

That softly o'er it plays, 
Celestial music breathes 

Its deep-toned spirit lays. 

Here verdant groves exhale 

Their ever vernal sweets, 
Here rippling waters play 

In loved and lone retreats. 
Here birds of brightest hue, 

On each o'erhanging tree, 
Fill the soft air with notes 

Of sweetest melody. 
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And here the setting sun, 

With everlasting blaze, 
This gorgeous fairy scene 

Bathes in his golden beams. 
Naught save the purest, best 

Of fallen nature's powers 
Can ever find access 

To Poesy's bright bowers. 

• 
Oh ! were the gift my own, 

And brightest fortune mine. 
Td gladly flee from joy 

To kneel at its pure shrine. 
Or if the lowliest lot 

Of earth to me were given, 
This precious boon alone 

Would render it a Heaven. 

1858. 



LINES WRITTEN ON THE APPROACH 

OF A STORM. 



A storm is brewing— don't you hear 

The wind's unceasing wail ? 
And note the songster's mournful lay 

That floats upon the gale ?' 
The leaves are rustling dismally, 

And shadows flit about 
Like gloomy spectres when the spark 

Of life is going out. 

The sun is half-way veiled — the earth 

Is clothed in ghastly gloom ; 
The spirit of the Spring doth seem 

To hover 'round the tomb, 
While clouds are piled full high above 

The horizon's blackened bound, 
And with a bright electric chain 

The earth is girt around. 

The thunder's peal shakes every vale, 

And mountains trembling stand 
In awful silence which proclaims : 

" We fall at His command ! " 
All Nature totters — but the soul 

Of man like to a God, 
Upon the sweeping wings of thought 

Rides fearlessly abroad ! 

Outstrips the lightning in it flight 
Across creation's main ; 
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And far beyond the wreck of worlds 

Seeks Deity again ! 
Oh ! power unearthly ! gift divine ! 

With what unbounded love 
Shouldst thou accept the proffered boon, 

And find a home above ! 



SPIRIT HYMN. 



Written upon receiving an Honorary Degree from my 

dear "Alma Mater. 1 ' 



They say there is a beauteous clime 
Where all the year is sweet Spring-time. 
Where every bud and every flower 
Seems fashioned for some lover's bower ; 
And every tone that greets the ear 
Some gem of song doth gladly bear — 
But, oh ! this world is bright to me, 
I care not other worlds to see. 

They say there is a magic isle 
Begirt with ocean's sweetest smile ; 
Where rippling waves in cadence meet, 
Where cloudless skies the vision greet, 
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And all that's lovely, pure, and fair 
Is blossoming forever there — 
But, oh ! this land is dear to me, 
I would not dwell within the sea. 

They say there is a fairy home 
Where woe and sorrow never come, 
Where every wandering accent seems 
An echo from the " land of dreams," 
And every eye is filled with love 
Like that which beams in Heaven above — 
That home may one of gladness be, 
But, oh ! this world is bright to me. 

I can but love its birds and flowers, 
Its sunset skies, its moonlit hours ; 
Its gentle tones of friendly cheer, 
Its winning smiles and willing tear — 
The very turf beneath my feet 
Is blended with a meaning sweet ; 
And thus my spirit's hymn must be 
This world is very bright to me. 

August, 1860. 



CHILDHOOD'S FRIENDS. 



My childhood's friends ! My childhood's friends ! 

My spirit turns to you, 
As sailor to his native land, 

When fading fast from view. 
And as the waters 'round me roar, 

And winds about me play, 
Unto the dim receding shore . 

I waft a roundelay. 

My childhood's friends ! My childhood's friends ! 

How pure the love you gave ; 
How kind the words from error's ways 

My youthful steps to save, 
How fiee from all that means deceit, 

How void of flattery's wile 
Your tones of gentle warning, or 

Your fond, approving smile. 

My childhood's friends ! My childhood's friends ! 

In sorrow's trying hour, 
When death had thrown its darksome pall 

Upon our loveliest flower, 
You stood beside me. And the cheer 

You gave my spirit then 
First plucked despair from out my heart, 

And bade it hope again. 

And when my rustic harp essayed 
To wake some trembling note, 
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In echo to the spirit strain 

That o'er my soul would float ; 
What gentle words of greeting came 

From those who heard its swell, 
What kindly tones of sympathy 

From those who wished me well I 

My childhood's friends ! My childhood's friends ! 

Accept the love I bring, 
"Tis pure as that you gave to me 

In childhood's early Spring, 
And know where'er my footsteps roam, 

Where'er my pathway lies, 
You have within my heart a home, 

A mention in the skies. 

November, 1860. 



A NIGHT SCENE. 



I stood upon Borina Bridge, 

The moon was brightly shining, 
While stars around the brow of night 

Their coronet were twining. 
The locomotive in its might 

Came slowly panting nearer, 
As though of great and awful news 

It was the solemn bearer. 
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One whistle ! And the neighboring hills, 

Awakened from their slumber, 
Responsive waved their budding boughs 

In many a goodly number. 
While wooed by calm and starlight hour, 

Some flute-like notes were stealing, 
O'er hill and vale, the gladsome thoughts 

Of minstrel heart revealing. 

The train sped on — how like the tide 

That bears us o'er life's ocean — 
Regardless of the mighty waste 

Of waters in commotion ! 
While thoughts, and words, and actions are 

The waves that onward bear us, 
And music's gush but angel hymns 

That on the voyage cheer us. 

1860. 



CARRIER'S ADDRESS— A PEACE-P^EAN. 



Another year is past and gone ! 

Another year is just begun ! 

One laden with a thousand prayers, 

And thousand dreams of hopes and cares, 

Shall live in History with a fame 

That few of earthly years may claim. 

It dawned on a devoted band 

Still battling for their Native Land. 

It saw their Chiefs the wonder then 

Of all that claims respect from men, . 

With patriot hands essay to save 

The land where thousands found a grave ; 

And heard their praises echoing far, 

The acknowledged Chiefs of chiefs of war ! 

But when the Spring had cast her flowers 

O'er heroes' graves and sunny bowers, 

They saw the foemen's legions stand 

Encompassing their own fair land 

With hosts unnumbered, and with fate 

Which for a sacrifice did wait 

Of their worn " veterans." Then the thought 

Of all the fields those braves had fought ; 

Of all their hardships, and their love 

Of them and country still above 

AD other thoughts ; how could they dare 

To disregard each mother's prayer, 

Each wife's petition, sister's hope, 

And with such myriad hosts to cope ? 

To leave the loved of hearts so good 
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All weltering in their own life's blood ; 
Refill so many homes with grief 
To wear themselves a fadeless wreath ? 
Beside which Sparta's claims must fail ; 
And other heroes' deeds grow pale ! 
Bat which might not avert the end, 
That all the augurs now portend ! 
Which must have dazzled with its glow 
The hosts which now did press them so ; 
But could not turn the tide of fate 
That on their councils now did wait ! 

The Chiefs they met were valiant too ! 
For country's cause their swords they drew,. 
Oh ! sad misfortune of this life 
That honest men are oft at strife ; 
And nature's noblest, bravest, best, 
Such diverse paths so oft have pressed ! 
For years they'd struggled to defeat 
The foe they now so soon must meet 
And in their struggles each had learned 
What ardor in his foeman burned ; 
And found — too late for civil strife — 
Each breathing with the self-same life 1 
They proffered terms that men might take, 
Terms by which each might war forsake, 
And live in peace, as brothers live, 
Each striving to " forget, forgive !" 
And like to men who love the right 
More than for recklessness to fight ; 
Men who can feel for those they lead, 
Who grieve to see their Country bleed, 
Without one hope that blood can bring, 
Its every interest withering. 



J 
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Brave Lee and Johnson sign their names 

To scrolls which " Peace, Good-will " proclaim ! 

While Grant and Sherman greet them now 

As other friends, with courteous bow. 

For 'tis a truth as grand as grave 

The bravest most respect the brave ! 

And now the arts of Peace again 
Unfold their blessings unto men ! 
And Christmas finds a gladsome cheer 
From little ones, their fathers here, 
Who for long years have watched in vain 
Those well-loved forms to see again ! 
And almost learned to deem them gone 
Unto " that bourne whence none return," 
While " Santa Glaus," with former grace, 
Puts smiles renewed on each young face — 
And all goes merry as the bell 
Which Hymen's new-formed ties doth tell ! 

'Tis now the maiden wears her " best," 
With youthful love and beauty blest. 
Tis now the aged parents smile 
On sons who can their woes beguile 
With many a tale of wondrous deeds, 
Which the historic tablet needs; 
Of him, perchance their earliest born, 
Who 'mid the warring current borne, 
Did well his part — and left their name 
Engraven with their country's fame ! 

But eighteen sixty-six is here ! 

We give to you our New Year's cheer ! 

With golden memories of the Past, 
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Our hopes into the Future cast ; 

And with a prayer for all our friends, 

The Carrier now his message sends 

To every household : Let us be 

United, prosperous, happy, free ! 

With home of other homes the best, 

And Heaven's own choicest blessings blest ! 

Vicksburg, January 1st, 1866 



VERNAL HYMN. 



We thank Thee, oh Lord ! for this beautiful world, 
For the bloom and the fragrance of flowers, 

For the pleasures of Spring in its glory unfurled, 
And the calm of its mild, sunny hours. 

Could we stand where Niagara's thundering voice 
* Arouses the soul in its power ; 
Or on the bold mountain-tops fondly rejoice. 
Where the storm-clouds of earth cannot lower. 

Methinks that the spirit would long to ascend 
To the Source of those glories so grand, 

And the form in the deepest humility bend 
To the God of the sea and the land. 
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Yet 'tis not enough that His love is impressed 

On the mightiest creations of earth ; 
It breathes in the valleys, and steals o'er the breast 

With a sense of its own purest worth. 

And yet not enough. On the sea and the sky 

'Tis pictured in colors so bright, 
That a blind man might almost its beauty descry, 

As he gazed through the gloom of the night. 

It shone 'mid the wonder of beings above, 
When the world out from chaos was called, 

When " in the beginning " the era of love, 
And of goodness to man was installed. 

But when upon Calvary's summit He died, 

A world with its millions to save, 
That love so transcendent was re-sanctified, 

And triumphed o'er death and the grave. 



1866. 



NAPOLEON AND JOSEPHINE. 



vide Abbott's 4< history of napoleon," vol. el, 

page 160-5. 



Those cruel words are spoken, 

That wicked deed is done ; 
A loving heart is broken, 

Immortal lame is won. 
Not by the martial trumpet, 

Not by the tramp of war, , 
But Love o'er Pride hath triumphed, 

A mightier conquest far ! 

How could you dare displace her, 

The noble, good, and true, 
Who in this struggle yielded 

More than her life for you ? 
How could you dare to sunder 

The tie to her so dear, 
The sacred name of " wife " upon 

Another to confer ? 

I know you must have loved her, 

When, oh ! how sadly lone, 
She strove to find some pleasure 

In thinking of your own. 
When placing every feeling 

Of self upon the shrine 
Of perfect immolation, 

She seemed almost divine. 
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Thou " fatalist ! " God's Providence 

Is surely just and true ; 
Though oft its vengeance slow may seem 

Upon a favored few. 
Long it may bear with beings 

Who're cast in noble mould — 
Still God's created "Universe 

Hls^justice must behold !. 

The tie was never sundered 

Before the " Court " of Heaven ; 
And she was not your wife to whom 

The throne of France was given. 
The heir for whom you sacrificed 

The crown of manhood's worth — 
High Heaven's Retribution 

Hasj/aded from the earth. 

While he whose veins are flowing 

With the blood of Josephine, 
Stands proud among the monarchs 

Where once your throne has been ! 
True in thy deep adversity, 

Her deathless woman's low 
Hath triumphed over every test, 

And lives with her above ! 



1869. 



THE HEART'S ilECCA. 

Away from the haunts of busy men, 

Away from the idle crowd, 
Away from the scenes where pleasure dwells 

Is the spot Where my heart hath bowed. 

Away from all that tells of earth, 
And near by the gates of Heaven, 

Is the place to me of priceless worth, 
Is the shrine to my spirit given. 

The sunshine's brighter there by far 

Than on all the earth beside, 
And clothed with a lovelier hue than wont 

Are the flowers that there abide. 

The songster's chirp has a mellow tone 

That tells of joys replete, 
And the twilight and the starlight come 

With a meaning soft and sweet. 

'Tis there that the form we once so loved, 

The first-born slumbering lies, 
Till the angel's trump at the end of time 

Shall summon it to the skies. 

He was as bright, as fair a child 

As e'er to mortals given, 
But the angels loved our gentle boy 

And borje him back to Heaven. 
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Then wal£ with a calm and quiet tread, 

Bid worldly thoughts depart, 
As ye linger near his narrow bed, 

The Mecca of my heart. 

VlCKSBUBG, 1864. 



» • ♦ 



THOUGHTS AMONG THE FLOWEES. 



I have gathered them in their beauty, 

The flowers that 'round me grow ; 
And have heard as I quietly culled them, 

The music of " Long Ago." 
With my prattling child beside me 

I've assorted the colors gay, 
While she picked up the flowers discarded, 

To " make her a little bouquet." 

And I think of the days that have vanished, 

When life in its earliest June 
With the flowers of hope strewn around me, 

Was set to a beautiful tune. 
When the fancies that gladdened my vision 

Were bright as the moonbeams of day, 
And the joys that they brought me elysian 

Made it seem like a bright, endless May. 
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Oh 1 1 trust that His Mercy may compass 

The pathways of those that I love ; 
And that 'mid all the roar of the breakers 

We may still hear the voice of His Love, 
That softly through time as it surges, 

No matter what sorrows may come 
Through life with its manifold changes, 

Is wooing us back to our Home. 

And that there. 'mid the flowers Eternal 

That bloom round the " River of Life," 
Together with those I have cherished, 

All free from the thoughts of earth's strife 
My spirit may roam at ite leisure 

To glorify God and His love, 
While it joins in the infinite measure 

That gladdens the " City above." 

1871. 



THE BLIND BARD. 



I'he evening sun was sinking in the West, 
The birds and insects all had gone to rest, 
Save now and then a lonely whip-poor-will, 
Which loves at this sweet hour its notes to trill. 
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Earth, air and heaven seemed propitious all 
Forth from the poet's heart a song to call. 
That poet ne'er this beauteous earth did see ; 
And yet his soul was full of minstrelsy. 

"In old Italians sunny clime 

I lived and loved of yore, 
Ere youth had fled,. or hope had died 

On far Columbia's shore. 

• 

I heard the Tiber's mellow flow 

As near old Rome it strayed, 
For there we two, that gentle girl, 

And I, her lover, played. 

She told me how the sunshine broke 

Upon the distant shore, 
And how its crystal splendors flashed 

The limpid waters o'er. 

She told me how the flowerets bloomed 

In every hue and form, 
And how they drooped their gentle heads, 

When o'er them swept the storm. 

Until my very spirit longed 

Those beauties to behold ; 
And gaze upon the heroine 

Of love as yet untold. 

She said that o'er the waters far 

There dwelt a skillful one, 
Who by the aid of Science oft 

Such fetters had undone, 
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And bade me go to that bright land, 

This blessing to obtain, 
And when mine eyes were opened, then 

To hie me back again 

Unto the land of Poesy, 

Land of immortal Fame, 
Land where each crumbling monument 

Is linked with some proud name. 

I came. But ere the hand of art 

Had shown this world to me, 
The tidings came, the girl I loved 

Had died beyond the sea. 

I've cared not since to see this earth, 

However bright it be, 
It cannot very long afford 

A resting-place for me. 

Beyond ! beyond ! where angels dwell 

My spirit longs to rove, 
Where in the land she loved to tell 

I'll see the one I love. 

With harp that none can wake but me, 
And heart that dwells beyond the sea, 

I live ; nor care what day shall bring 
An end to all my suffering." 

At early dawn a watchman passed that way. 
What local news is in the sheet to-day ? 
Only this line the hungry vision meets : 
"An old blind Beggar died upon the streets ! " 



LINES. 



"Ths bridal presents of real estate, diamonds, stiver 

Ste, dbe., at a recent California wedding amounted to 
>0,000." 



She has houses, and money, and diamonds 

That glitter like stars in the night, 
But these will but mock her deep sorrow, 

If love yieldeth not its pure light. 
Like the flash of the waves of the ocean, 

When o'er it the storm-king doth ride, 
They'll but add to her heart's deep commotion, 

If love be not ever their guide. 

When the morning comes forth in its glory, 

And business " down-town " shall await, 
Will a kiss and a hearty " God bless youl" 

Be hers ere he passes the gate ? 
And when in the evening their mansion 

Is lit in its splendor and style, 
And footman and housemaid are waiting 

To serve all his wishes the while : 

Ere the hat, and the gloves, and the great coat 

Are handed the rack in its place, 
Will he fold the dear form that is waiting 

In loving and manly embrace ? 
And as all the silver is sparkling 

Around them while sipping their tea, 
Will the beams from their eyes shine but brighter 

Than silver or gold e'er can be ? 
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Oh, woman ! Sometimes in thy weakness 

Tie said thou hast bartered for gold 
All the wealth of a tender affection, 

So glorious and bright to behold. ' 
But 'tis love for the good and the noble, 

A love that can never grow old, 
Makes poverty rich, and to riches 

Adds a lustre more precious than gold. 



A DIRGE. 

" MAXIMILIAN'S LAST WORDS WERE THESE : * POOR 

CARLOTTA ! ' " 



Behold the Man — and not the Emperor ! 

While death is staring him full in the face, 
And demi-savages exulting o'er his fall, 

Which seals for aye rude Mexico's disgrace, 
Not thoughts of Heaven itself can bid him tear 
From out his heart her image nestling there ! 

Behold the Husband — not the Emperor ! 

Ah ! crownsjare treacherous things ! but woman's love, 
Once gained and held by manly worth and deed, 

Denes the world its faithfulness to prove ; 
And comes resplendent in the hour of death 
Its last, best blessings on him to bequeath ! 



i 
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Behold the Patriot — not the Emperor 1 
A country's weal advanced the best he may, 

Now that his life is o'er his dying prayer : 
" His Hood mag sanctify its cruel clay 1 " 

And then again his last, lone* dying word : 

His " Poor Carlottd's " name distinctly heard 1 

Behold the Christian — hot the Emperor ! 

Deserving a far better fate, he sleeps 
On treacherous soil — while every noble soul, 

And an insulted world his, memory keeps ! 
" Best thee in peace" let " Requiems " sadly sing, 
And to thy " Poor Carlotta " mournful solace bring. 



THE THREE GIFTS. 



Three angels stood around the bed 
- Where a new-born iniant lay, 
One with his snowy wings stretched wilte, 
And countenance bright as day. 

Another with his folded wings, 

And dreamy, heavenly eyes 
As though he still, though standing there, 

Were dwelling in the skies. 
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Another with her plumes of white, 

And downcast, modest mien, 
As though within the fields of light, 

Behind the throne she'd seen. 

The first exclaimed : " Til give him power 
To chain men with his tongue ; 

And for the gift of Eloquence 
His praises shall be rung." 

The second said : " Til bless him with 

The power to look beyond 
The scenes where only mortals dwell, 

"Whither the good are bound. 

This gift shall wake in each true heart 

A sympathetic vein ; 
And his sweet Song, when he is gone, 

Shall bid him live again." 

The third with heart all freed from earth, 
And lips late moved in prayer, 

Drew closer to the infant's form, 
And breathed her blessing there : 

" I'll give him strength to walk through fires 

Of trial all unharmed 
'Till angel hearts above by his 

Heroic life are charmed; 

While Death and Hell shall lose their power 

O'er soul so freed from sin ; 
And Heaven shall open wide its gates, 

To welcome him within ! " 
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The angels plumed their snowy flight 

Beyond where mortals see-— 
But the brightest boon they promised there 

Was the gift of Piety. 



VERNAL HYMN. 



"Waking ! Waking ! Earth is waking 

From a sleep like unto death. 
Breaking ! Breaking ! Flowers are breaking 

From the folded buds beneath. 

Leaping ! Leaping ! Streams are leaping 
From their ice-bound mountain homes. 

Sweeping! Sweeping! Soft winds sweeping 
Tell us Spring in gladness comes. 

Shining ! Shining ! Sunbeams shining 
Bright as Heaven's own love to man ; 

Twining ! Twining ! Beauty twining 
Where h«r footsteps first began. 

Singing ! Singing ! Birds are singing 

Like the Psalmist of the past ; 
Ringing ! Ringing ! God's love ringing, 

Wheresoe'er their lot is cast. 
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Waking** Waking ! Hearts are waking 
From their wintry state of gloom. 

Breaking! Breaking! Hope-buds breaking 
From beneath the very tomb. 

Coming ! Coming ! Surely coming, 
That bright day when wars shall cease — 

Looming ! Looming ! Slowly looming 
O'er time's skies the dawn of Peace. 

Looking ! Looking ! Angels looking 

From the battlements above ; 
Booking ! Booking ! Gladly booking 

Every deed of Christian love. 

Keeping ! Keeping ! Faith is keeping 
Bright the promise long since given ; 

While the ages on are sweeping 
To the destined goal of Heaven. 

Crashing ! Crashing ! Worlds are crashing ; 

Yet they fell but by -command— 
'Mid the universal clashing 

See th& Holy City stand! 

Glory ! Glory ! Endless glory 
To the Father, and the Sou — - 

Angel tongues shaU teU the story ; 
That on earth was , just begun / . 

1872. 



SONG DEDICATED TO THE « PATRONS 
OF HUSBANDRY." 

AIK : " BONNY BLUE FLAG." 



We've struck the grand idea, 

Which shall arouse the world 
With far more force than when in pomp 

The martial flag's unfurled. 
We gather in our noble ranks 

The country-people true ; 
Our fathers, husbands lead the way, 

Wives, mothers, follow too. 
Hurrah! Hurrah! 

For husbandry hurrah ! 
We'll gladly toil on patriot soil, 

And hear no more of war. 

Fair " Hope " shall bless our gladsome way, 

And " Charity " shall bind 
In one accord our mighty hordes, 

Composed of all mankind. 
While " Faith " shall point us to the day 

When every vale shall vie 
With sister-vale in fruits and flowers, 

To charm the mortal eye. 
Hurrah! Hurrah! 

For husbandry hurrah ! 
We'll sow and reap, while sluggards sleep, 

Without a single jar ! 

We bid adieu to Politics, 
And to religious war ; 
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We have a high and holy cause, 

And Labor is our law, 
* We'll mafce the frozen zones awake 

From slumbers deep and long, 
While torrid soil shall yield the wealth 

That to its depths belong. 
Hurrah ! Hurrah ! 

For husbandry hurrah ! 
All lands fthall grasp with eager cla&p • 

The " millions " that we draw ! 

'Twas God who said man must subdue 

This mighty world of ours ; 
And agriculture is the key 

To all his latent powers, 
It builds our ships, -and fills them too 

With products rich and rare, 
While men, and beasts, and birds alike 

Its varied blessings share. 
Hurrah! Hurrah! 

For husbandry hurrah ! 
All earth shall burst beneath its thrust 

To higher life and law ! 



I 



ODE TO THE TOWN OF EDWARDS. 



She's rising in her usefulness, 

A noble little town, 
While churches and a splendid school 

Her graceful hillocks crown. 

She has two good physicians 

To heal her people's woes, 
And lawyers guide the business-man 

When from the right he goes. 

Her teacher and her minister 

Are famed both far and near, 
She honors and esteems them all 

In their respective sphere. 

Her merchants vie with those who dwell 

In larger towns with wares 
That serve to increase her credit well 

With those who own her " shares." 

Her work-shops ring from morn 'till night, 

Her tasteful buildings rise, 
And soon a large hotel shall greet 

The weary traveler's eyes. 

She has her city-officers, 

And they are said to be 
Attentive to their duties, and 

What's best for her to see. 
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The lightning brings her all the news ; 

Her young men learn to play 
-Sweet music when they've laid aside 

The business of the day. 

Her maidens lead the well-trained choir 
When Sabbath mornings come, 

And men of God rise up to tell 
About their Heavenly Home. 

Long years ago, a thoughtless child 

I played about that spot ; 
And though it now were but a wild 

It could not be forgot. 

Then let her buildings and her spires 

In youthful beauty rise, 
While Christian worth of citizens 

Shall link her to the skies. 

1871. 



THE DYING STATESMAN*. 



He dreamed of hope, though early- life 
Was one dark, cheerless scene of strife. 
He spoke of fame with warmth and zeal 
That only gifted souls may feel, 
And in his eye a splendor siione 
To noble natures only known ; 
While o'er his smooth and cloudless face 
There lingered something like the grace 
Which marks the brow of early dawn 
Ere yet it melts into the mom, 
Ere yet the stars in silver sheen 
Have ceased to beautify the scene ; 
And day and night their charms combine 
To make it all we deem divine. 

Oh ! there is love in every heart 
For him who well sustains his part ; 
A chord that sweetly sings when youth 
Essays to battle for the truth ; 
And angels smile when genius soars 
Beyond the reach of earthly woes ! 

It was not that his heart was cold 
He seemed so placid to behold. 
It was not that the fount of thought 
No love-lit ray had ever caught ; 
Nor yet that careless love of ease 
Had made him loath his race to please, 
But 'twas his sacrifice of self, 
His proud disdain of ill-got pelf, 
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That marked him for the race, the prize, 
And linked his nature to the skies. 

He stood amid the mighty band 
Whose sacred vigils guard the land, 
And when he spoke, a Nation's ear 
Was turned unto the Patriot-Seer 
With all the love and reverence due 
A soul so gifted and so true, 
And when his race of life was run, 
When toils were o'er and honor won, 
As sinks the sun on ocean's breast 
So sank his spirit to its rest. 
But as that sun doth gild awhile 
The ocean's wave with parting smile, 
So did his spirit chant its hymn 
Ere yet the lamp of life grew dim : 

" In youthful hours I wooed the spell 
That wakes ambition's stirring theme— 

My country's cause hath prospered well — 
But oh! my heart doth withered seeml 

Not for a great and honored name, 
Not for the flatteries of men, 

Did I essay the lists of fame, 
Did I my proud career begin. 

There was a joy that blessed my soul, 
There was a spell my spirit knew 

That wrapt me in its sweet control, 
And with each fleeting'moment grew. 

There was a heart that knew my worth, 
There was a smile to me more dear 
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Than all the pageantries of earth 
That ever dawned upon me here. 

It was for her my spirit burned 
To catch a glimpse of Glory's ray ; 

It was to her that spirit turned 
For cheer and comfort on the way. 

But oh ! the curse of human life, 
The fiend-like voice that will not hush 

Its deep-toned utterings so rife 
With all that gentle natures crush ! 

She sank beneath the weight of woe — 

i" might not stay the tide of life — 
/might not half her anguish know — 

/might not soothe her soul's deep strife. 

I stood beside her dying form, 
I heard the troth she plighted then — 

Oh, God ! avert the bitter storm 
That o'er my soul would sweep again ! 

The world hath blessed me with its love — 

But what avail is love like this? 
It cannot now a solace prove, 

It cannot stir the fount of bliss. 

I've battled well ! Earth never knew 
The spell that bade me woo its praise, 

The gladsome dreams of love that threw 
Their radiance o'er my early days. 

It saw my triumphs. But the sting 
That none might ever wish to share, 
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The grief that blighted hopes must bring 
Was mine alone to know and bear.' 1 

The morrow dawned. And with it rose 
A wail that told a Nation's woes. 
No shade of sorrow dwelt upon 
The face of him whose race was run ; 
But with it such a calm was blent 
That silence e'en was eloquent, 
And told to those who lingered there 
How mind may triumph over care. 
The -heart which nursed its bitter grief 
Too sacred for the world's relief, 
Was stilled forever. And the soul 
Which Love and Honor once controlled 
Had winged its way to realms on high, 
Had joined its idol in the sky. 



LINES 

ADAPTED TO THE AIR, " LONG AGO." 



Where are the friends that once gladdened my youth ? 

Where are they now ? Where are they now ? 
Are they brave champions of Honor and Truth ? 

Say are they now ? Say are they now ? 
Once when our hopes were all halcyon and bright, 
They were so bold in defense of the right. 
Have their old " landmarks " now faded from sight ? 

Where are they now ? Where are they now ? 

Some on the war-waves were drifted afar — 
Where are they now ? Where are they now ? 

Do they still follow Ambition's wild star ? 
Where are they now ? Where are they now ? 

Quick for their country they grasped the bright sword ! 

Went they to battle in fear of the Lord ? 

Are they now soldiers of Christ and his Word ? 
Where are they now ? Where are they now ? 

Some were like sisters so dear to my heart — 

Where are they now ? Where are they now ? 
In lessons or converse each taking a part — 

Where are they now ? Where are they now ? 
One where Missouri its muddy stream winds, 
One where Oahawba its valleys entwine, 
One where the Roanoke murmurs 'mongst pines - 
Where are they now ? Where are they now ? 

Friends ! while the twilight is gathering around 
Where are you now ? Where are you now ? 
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While cold November is strewing the ground 
Where are you now ? Where are you now ? 

Joys, like the leaves, shall yet burst forth again 

Youth is Eternal on Heaven's bright plain ; 

'Mid all its glories we'll meet and explain — 
Meet with me there ! Meet with me there ! 



SONG OF THE NEW YEAR. 



I have come again ! And my fingers 

Are cold with the winter's snow, 
But my heart is gay and blithesome 

As in the " long ago." 
For I know I've done my duty, 

In the years that have come and gone ; 
And I trust my God for the future ; 

He still will lead me on, 
'Till the trump shall wake all nations 

With a sound ne'er heard before, 
And the "Sun of Righteousness " shall rise, 

To shine forever more. 
But until the angel -summons 

Shall bid my visits cease 
I'll come, and come again to man 

With words of love and peace. 
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I've looked upon the Eastern world, 

While all its millions slept ; 
I've walked behind the pestilence, 

And for its sorrows wept ; 
I've gazed upon the sacred spot 

Where " God on earth " was born, 
And groaned in spirit where His flesh 

On Calvary was torn. 
And had I listened to my heart 

Which bade me longer stay, 
I had not come to cheer your hearts 

This dreary winter's day. 
For still the mystery is there, 

And ages ne'er can tell 
How great the woes our Saviour bore 

For those He loved so well. 
Redemption is the one grand theme 

Angelic choirs shall sing, 
While through the " New Jerusalem " 

Their happy anthems ring. 

I've looked upon the Russian Czar, 

Upon his sceptred throne, 
I've brought a smile to peasants' lips, 

To welcome me their own ; 
I've gazed on Prussia as she stands 

Erect among her foes ; 
And prayed for France that time may bring 

Some healing for her woes. 
Fair Switzerland ! how' redolent 

Of truth in manhood's vow, 
For centuries have passed away 

Since thou wast free as now ! 
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And to the honor of the kings 

Of Europe be it said,; 
Their rage in war they deign to spend 

On thy devoted head. 

I've thought on England ; wondered too 

If still she " rules the sea," 
And sung a low " God save the Queen " 

From all calamity. 
I've paused beside King Christian's home, 

And brought his noble dame 
A dream of her dear daughters as 

She murmurs each loved name, 
While for bright Erin, " Ocean's gem," 

I've breathed one fervent piayer, 
That Heaven may cheer the breaking hearts 

Of patriots waiting there. 

I've stood in silence o'er the Deep, 

To catch some single tone 
Of all the brave and gallant barks 

That 'neath the wave have gone ; 
I've listened well for Herndon's voice, 

For sure I know that men 
"Would hail the day when news from him 

Should home come back again. 
But all is " silent as the grave," 

Except that deathless wail 
That ocean still forever keeps 

Above its sleepers pale. 

I've come unto the Western world, 
Of other climes the best, 
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And noted all the joys with which 

This goodly land is blest. 
I know that many of your sons 

Are mourning o'er the past — 
But oh ! the countless blessings which 

Around you still are cast ! 

While Famine, War, and Pestilence 

Are marching through the East, 
You still have Life, and Liberty, 

And " daily bread " at least. 
Oh ! could you go where I have been, 

Afar, across the main, 
And witness all the scenes of woe 

I oft shall see again : 
How ignorance, wretchedness, and sin 

On heathen shores abound, 
Your lives would be one song of praise 

Throughout this hallowed ground. 
Dear Mississippi ! State beloved 1 

Thy sons and daughters live 
Without that fame which other States 

Unto their offspring give. 
And yet I know that woman^s heart 

Is true upon thy soil, 
And patriot souls aspiring 'mongst 

Thy valiant sons of toil. 
Then cease, oh ! cease to e'er repine 

While God and Heaven you claim, 
For there are millions now who ne'er 

Have heard of Jesus' name. 
In vain their talents, and their wealth, 

In vain their learning all, 
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I would not give your hope of Heaven 

For all their own they call. 
In vain their studies and their schools, 

Till light divine shall shed 
It's radiant beams upon their hearts 

To animate the dead ! 
Not e'en the Jews to whom He came 

In loveliness and worth, 
Can form the faintest idea of 

Your legacy on earth : 
The Christian's hope, the Christian's power 

To emit e'en as they die, 
Alike the learned Heathen, and 

The Rabbi'? lore defy. 

Oh ! parent, if from out your fold 

No lamb has gone astray, 
If none from out your household lie 

In fresh, new graves to-day : 
Thank God for all His tenderness, 

And pray for grace to live, 
That when He calls, you'll have the strength 

Your best beloved to give. 
Oh ! child, if thou art blessed with love 

Of parent true and kind, 
Meet death, or any woe before 

That love you dare resign. 
Oh ! brother ! sister ! can it be 

That earth can e'er divide 
Hearts that must beat with self-same blood 

Whatever else betide ? 
Oh I husband, type of Christ himself 

In all the love He bore 
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Towards the " Bride," His Church on earth, — 

Could fie have loved her more? 
Remember her whole life is thine 

Whate'er that life may be; 
And guard as thou wouldst thine own soul 

Tfce heart that trusts in thee. 
Oh, wife ! if thou art blessed with love 

Of one true, manly heart, 
Thou hast a joy no wealth can buy, 

Whether rich or poor thou art. 
Then thou hast found the far-famed fount 

Of never-dying youth ; 
And let thy life an emblem prove 

Of never-failing Truth. 
May Father, Son, and Holy Ghost 

Their precious presence lend, 
'Till in another New Year's song 

Our happy hearts shall blend. 



1872. 
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ERRATA 



A line is omitted near the close of the 18th page. 
The Paragraph should read : 

" Each dweller in that country came to pay 
Their last respects upon his funeral day 
Unto his memory." 
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